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Elizabeth  Wilson 

DRIVING  ON 

bleakly  splattered  ebony  windshield 
blinding  orbital  twins  ensuing  at  great  speeds 
release  of  endlessly  pensive  mental  snakings 

ode  to  last  afternoon  of  grandpa 

death  stench  forging  surreality 

intercepting  conventional  "Protestant  Truths" 

record  of  recent  evening  with  mom  and  dad 

dishannony  reverberating  through  insulated  sheet  rock 
smashing  remnants  of  that  "American  Dream" 

allusion  to  some  fateful  night  of  kyle 

pent-up  frustrations  echoed  by  guitar  chords 

crumpling  once-upon-a-time  beliefs  in  "Domestic  Harmony" 

round  and  again  bound  ignored  Explorer  tires 

uncomplaining,  unworried,  detemiined 

despite  all  the  debris  of  an  unsure  roadway 

Seth  Persons 

TEA  AT  NINE 

Knobby  knees  in  jeans,  sodden  and  green. 
Bear  tea  brewing  in  a  kettle  on  the  stove. 
The  warmth  and  calm  of  it  drifting 
up  my  nose  and  into  my  lungs 
An  old  blanket  covers  my  face, 
blocks  the  light, 
muffles  the  sounds. 
My  mouth  closed. 
And  I  wait. 

Click  click  click  times  two  thousand  on  the  tiles  of  the  roof. 
The  low  hum  of  the  mundane  drowned  out  by  rain. 

My  tongue, 

which  moments  ago 

flicked,  folded,  and  thrust, 

calling  "all  free"  as  I  tagged  base, 

now,  after  a  sip,  lay  still 

soaking  in  a  delicate  calm. 
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beautiful,  Olivia  Hooper 


Greer  Dauphin 

IDEALISM  TRANSFORMS 

I  once  believed  Idealism  was  steadfast, 
like  the  heartbeat  of  a  satisfied  war  monger, 
and  metaphysical  in  its  intrigue, 
like  an  androgynous  sea  of  silent  trees. 

I  once  believed  Idealism's  breath  was  warm, 
possessing  the  calming  powers  of  chamomile. 
This  idealism  lingered 
in  my  turbulent  slumber, 
whispering  of  unbroken  land, 
of  uncharted  rivers 
thick,  decadent. 

But  when  one  suffers  the  endeavors  of  life: 

the  transparent  grins  of  the  law, 
the  self-absorption  of  one's  beauty- 
though  this  beauty  cannot  compare 
To  pearl  constellations  netted  in  the 
cobalt  sky,  nor  the  sweltering  air  of 
mangrove-clad  shores, 
nor  the  flutter  of  God's  eye- 

the  welcomed  imperfections,  the  defiant  fool, 

the  weight  of  hollow  coins 

in  the  tawdry  pocket,  the  frailty  of  love 

and  calamities  of  lust, 

the  mockery  of  Fortuna's  delay, 

who  beats  us  into  craters 

with  every  blind  swing. 

Idealism  is  only  a  man. 

No  Macbeth,  driven  to  murder 

by  unruly  strands  of  ambition. 

No  rebel  of  materialism. 

No  religious  martyr, 

just  a  common  man 

who  presence  is  vaguely  apprehended 

then  quickly  forgotten. 
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Kristian  Collins 


BAPTIZED  IN  AFRICA 


We  walked  half  a  mile  to  the  old  church  in  the  countryside.  Past  huts, 
through  dirt,  along  trodden  paths.  And  then  we  reached  the  church,  3-deep 
layered  bamboo  sticks  serving  as  walls,  soft  red  dirt  as  the  shifting  floor,  and 
shiny  tin  sheets  as  our  penetrable  roof.  Only  half  the  roof  was  covered 
because,  as  Dona  Juliette  told  us,  "they  are  very  expensive."  200,000  meticais, 
or  $10  U.S.  dollars. 

Dining  church,  I  sat  against  the  stick  wall  in  a  plastic,  hunter  green  lawn 
chair,  underneath  a  portion  of  the  roof  that  had  not  been  patched.  And  as 
rain  sprinkled  through  the  crevices  onto  my  arm,  the  pastor  preached  a 
familiar  message  in  an  unfamiliar  tongue. 

Baptized  in  Africa. 


Watercolors,  Natalie  Bruce 
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Seth  Swanner 


St  ibi  uixii  i  Sprcui  i.  Booth  WIlLson 


CONFECTION 


"Don't  talk  so  loud,  hon." 

Mom  said  to  me, 

Breath  dancing  as  smoke  across  the  skinny,  shivering  window 

And  its  minty  plates  of  leaves  stitched  of  vein. 

Their  fluttering  edges  were  crisp  and  taut  of  death,  age. 

Want  for  water. 

"The  cake'll  fall. " 
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And  I'd  say, 
"Why?" 

So,  with  her  toes  tipping  across  the  floor 

Colored  of  crusted  pus 

And  lemon, 

Atop  feet  shod  of  slippery,  checkered  felt, 

She'd  say, 
"Hush  now." 

The  oven's  mouth,  whipped  of  strips  of  msting  grease, 
And  chancres  of  oiled  ulcer, 
Bellowed  of  red  and  creaking  heat 
From  its  snaking  red  tongue. 

Those  popping  coils  lurched 

And  grinned  to  throw  from  its  throat  her  yeasty  arts 

And  wag  from  its  lurid  teeth 

The  bits  that  clung  best. 

"Even  now,"  she'd  say 

Above  the  young  thunder  of  my  stomach 

"Even  now  that  it's  out,  it  might  fall." 

She  swept  its  piping  collar  that  breathed  of  fire  and  milk 
Atop  the  shrugging  skull  of  the  table. 

And  my  throat  burned  with  the  yellow  and  steaming  pyres  it  let 

From  its  open,  many  throats 

That  bled  with  crusted  flame 

And  tempered  egg. 

I  chuckled  desperate  heaves  of  cough 

And  fled. 

And  as  orange  cancer  fluffs  silken  marrow, 

She  sealed  its  porous  mouths  with  sugared  paste. 
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Reese  Julian 


BLUE  BOY  GOES 


I  lay  sideways  in  the 
mud  and  the  cold,  moist 
earth  felt  good  on  my  right 
swollen  temple.  I  was  a  bit 
agitated  with  how  much  I 
was  going  to  have  to  pay  to 
get  my  new  suit  cleaned. 
Muddy  water  seeping 
through  the  damn  tiling.  It 
must  have  an  incredible 
fiber  count,  and  still  my 
skin  trembled  as  water 
particles  coated  it. 
Amazing.  The  cigarette  still 
flaring  three  inches  away 
from  my  good  left  eye 
served  as  an  interesting 
contrast.  Warmth  in  the 
wrong  place.  I  wanted  a 
change  and  I  got  one. 
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EPIPH  ANIC 


How  I  am  Not  Myself,  Booth  Willson 
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"Wasn't  that  guy  great,  Nolan?  He's  so  spontaneous.  We  should  be  like  that.  He  was  telling 
me  about  the  thrill  you  get  from  climbing  without  any  safety  lines  or  cables.  We  should  try 
that."  All  this  had  sputtered  out  of  Maria's  mouth  a  little  over  a  month  ago.  It  would  serve 
as  a  catalyst  to  a  donnant  thought  in  me  about  changing  my  life.  We  were  driving  back  from 
a  Galyans  sports  and  outdoor  store  and  she  was  telling  me  about  her  conversation  with 
some  guy  she  ran  into  while  I  was  in  line  buying  my  cousin  some  weights.  Once  more,  I 
noticed  we  weren't  climbing  people  and  had  no  business  with  such  a  ridiculous  endeavor. 
And  this  guy  who  had  filled  Maria's  head  with  delusions  of  grandeur  was  some  twenty- 
something  white  dufus  who  wore  a  "no  fear"  bandana  over  his  scraggly,  light  brown 
dreadlocks,  which  hung  down  to  his  butt.  Maria  always  had  half-baked  ideas  like  climbing. 
Once,  she  suggested  that  we  needed  to  live  and  work  on  a  farm  for  a  summer  and  grow  all 
the  food  we  ate  during  our  time  there.  I  also  recalled  her  community  service  mood  where 
she  wanted  to  paint  frescoes  with  kids  at  a  Boys  and  Girls  club  downtown.  All  these  ideas 
spawned  after  talking  to  some  arbitrary  person  she  found  interesting.  Admiration  for  such  a 
spirit  can  only  go  so  far  before  logic  reminds  me  I  have  no  business  with  such  tilings.  I  was 
saidying  to  be  a  film  teacher  for  Christ's  sake. 

"Yes,  we  should  try  climbing,"  I  heard  myself  plainly  say.  Maria  smiled  at  me  and 
her  grip  tightened  around  my  hand  that  wasn't  on  the  steering  wheel. 

I  finally  admitted  to  myself  after  that  talk  that  I  loved  her  and  hated  her.  Things 
influenced  her  too  easily  and  after  that  conversation,  I  realized  we  didn't  have  much  in 
common  besides  me  agreeing  with  her.  She  and  her  family  would  buy  new  designer  wear 
every  season  despite  having  the  popular  stuff  from  the  previous  year  that  was  still  in 
unbelievable  shape;  they  would  use  Mountain  Spring  Tide  with  bleach  and  with  a  touch  of 
Downy.  I  would  always  wear  the  same  damn  raggedy  coat  I've  had  for  six  years  that  still  has 
a  mustard  stain  at  the  left  front-bottom  near  the  zipper.  She  spoke  Spanish  fluently  and  was 
working  on  French  as  an  elective  in  school.  I  couldn't  even  speak  English  correctly.  She  was 
studying  to  be  a  nurse,  and  still  is,  because  she  had  a  promised  opportunity  to  work  at  the 
biggest  and  most  technologically  advanced  hospital  in  the  state  thanks  to  a  friend  of  the 
family. 

This  realization  of  us  having  no  middle  ground  became  a  bigger  problem.  What 
lay  dormant  in  me  began  bloom  and  I  wanted  something  different,  something  I  felt  was 
actually  right  in  my  life. 

I  remember  thinking  to  myself  a  couple  days  later  in  the  Introduction  to  Film  as 
Ait  Class  I  taught  through  a  fellowship  program,  that  my  behavior  was  affected  by 
something  exerting  an  influence  over  me.  Over  the  past  year,  a  wave  of  anxiety  had  seized 
me.  I  would  think  about  the  things  surrounding  me  in  my  life-  Maria,  my  job  and  what  my 
goal  was  after  I  got  out  of  graduate  school.  Suddenly,  I  would  become  nervous  and 
paranoid  even  in  the  most  comfortable  of  situations  as  result  of  thinking  of  these  things. 
On  some  days,  I  became  so  oddly  waiy  of  my  environment  that  I  even  had  trouble 
urinating.  Other  days  my  breatliing  would  be  heavy.  I  was  convinced  I  could  figure  out  my 
problem  by  myself  instead  of  embarrassing  myself  in  front  of  a  psychologist  and  talking 
about  my  peeing  habits.  Something  was  busted  inside  of  me  and  I  simply  needed  to  find 
and  repair  whatever  it  was  and  everything  would  be  complete  once  more.  I  was  worried, 
and  realizing  that  made  me  even  more  worried, 
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"Let's  say  we  have  a  character  and,  well,  this  is  in  the  film  medium,  of  course, 
okay,  and  he,  or  it  could  be  a  she  too,  it  doesn't  matter,  but  anyway,  he  has  a  significant 
other,"  I  proposed  from  the  front  of  the  small  theater  to  my  class.  "Okay,  and  this 
significant  other  talks  about  mountain  climbing  and  the  original  he,  or  she,  decides  that  he 
not  only  doesn't  want  to  talk  about  anything  outdoor  related  ever  again,  but  he  also  never 
wants  to  talk  to  this  significant  other  again.  What  would  you  say  about  this  character?" 

I  hoped  for  an  honest  and  well  thought  out  answer  since  my  class  was  composed 
of  undergrads  and  they  were  only  a  few  years  younger  than  I.  Surely,  they  could  relate  to 
the  problem  at  hand.  However,  their  faces  contorted  into  odd  shapes  of  confusion,  and  a 
fair  number  of  them  began  storing  at  the  ground  in  an  effort  to  wait  for  someone  with  the 
answer  I  was  looking  for  to  chime  in  and  spare  them  the  awkward  silence.  A  couple  of 
clever  students  leafed  through  their  notebooks  in  hopes  of  finding  the  answer  hidden  in  the 
notes  I  had  given  them. 

"C'mon,  folks.  This  class  is  partially  graded  on  class  participation.  And  this  is  the 
type  of  stuff  I  will  ask  on  a  test." 

"Wait,  is  this  a  transition  into  something  we  are  watching  today,"  a  student  finally 
asked.  "Because  this  kind  of  sounds  like  Luke  Wilson's  character,  Anthony,  in  Bottle  Rocket." 

"No,  I'm  not  talking  about  Bottle  Rocket." 

"Oh,  that's  too  bad,  Professor  Everett?  It's  awesome.  We  should  watch  it  in  here." 

"Well,  I  don't  know  if  it's  the  kind  of  film  we  need  to  watch  in ... " 

"What  about  High  Fidelity?  Is  that  what  we're  watching,  Professor  Everett,"  another 
one  of  my  students  queried.  "That  kind  of  question  sounds  like  John  Cusack's  character 
from  that." 

"No!  Just  answer  the  damn  question,"  I  replied.  A  multitude  of  snickers  sounded 
throughout  die  screening  room  and  soon  ended  with  an  awkward  silence.  "Fine,  today  we 
are  going  to  watch  Clive  Barker's  Hellraiser.  Take  notes  on  anything  you  think  is  important. 
Enjoy."  I  picked  up  the  remote  control,  pressed  play,  sat  down  in  a  seat  on  the  front  row 
and  frowned.  I  offered  no  commentary  and  let  my  saidents  scribble  their  own  notes. 

I  once  had  such  high  ambitions  for  my  film  class.  We  would  all  come  in,  sit  down, 
watch  some  clips  of  the  finest  art  films-  Bergman  or  Kurosawa  stuff  or  something  like  that- 
and  have  a  symposium-  like  atmosphere  of  beautiful  discussion.  But  just  from  the  one  year 
I  had  been  teaching,  I  had  discovered  that  I  was  a  bit  of  an  idealist.  I  should  not  have  been 
surprised.  When  I  was  younger  in  college,  discussion  was  not  exactly  the  high  mark  in  my 
week.  So  it  must  have  been  crazy  for  me  to  think  I  could  swoop  into  a  film  class  and  try  to 
create  a  sense  of  fun  and  education.  I  didn't  know  shit  on  how  to  create  a  memorable  class. 
And  worse  yet,  my  students  knew  it  too  with  their  bored  looks.  And  I  wasn't  helping  the 

"She  and  her  family  would  buy  new 

designer  wear  every  season  despite  having 

the  popular  stuff  from  the  previous  year 

that  was  still  in  unbelievable  shape..." 
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"  Instead  of  worrying  about  my  classes,  I 

made  several  key  acquisitions,  such  as  a 
brand  new  navy  suit  from  Brooks  Brothers 
that  cost  me  about  $700.00  of  my  savings/' 

situation  by  claiming  my  class  was  an  art  film  class  and  I  was  showing  popular  American 
drivel.  And  for  whatever  reason,  when  my  students  couldn't  give  me  a  reason  to  fix  my 
problem  with  Maria,  I  was  sick  of  them  and  the  teaching  job.  We  weren't  helping  each  other 
and  I  realized  sitting  in  the  dark  during  Hell raiser that  my  life  had  in  fact  become  a  hell. 

I  made  two  phone  calls  later  that  day.  In  a  rare  form  of  concession,  I  humbly 
phoned  my  parents  to  tell  them  I  thought  I  was  going  insane,  and  just  thinking  about  that 
impending  doom  was  making  me  crazier.  "Don't  be  so  dour,  honey,"  my  mom  advised. 
"Your  dad  and  I  are  proud  of  you  teaching  a  class  and  making  something  of  yourself.  You 
are  doing  a  great  job.  We  see  you  settling  down  in  a  more  domestic  atmosphere  soon.  Enjoy 
your  life  because  it's  not  supposed  to  be  so  gloomy."  I  called  my  friend,  Al,  after  that  and  he 
told  me  I  complained  too  much.  As  I  had  with  Maria,  I  decided  I  loved,  but  hated  my 
parents  and  friends.  I  tossed  my  words  out  to  them  and  my  students  today  and  no  one  had 
organized  them  and  inteipreted  them  like  I  had.  The  only  other  person  who  I  stood  a  fair 
chance  with  communicating  my  anxiety  to  was  Maria,  but  my  palms  got  sweat)'  just  tliinking 
about  calling  her,  not  to  mention  she  was  the  cause  of  a  great  deal  of  it.  I  spent  the  rest  of 
the  night  watching  a  show  on  TLC  about  the  history  of  kitchen  appliances,  and  ate  stale, 
sticky  morsels  of  Lucky  Channs.  Soon,  I  fell  asleep  in  my  clothes  amidst  stray  bits  of  cereal 
on  my  couch.  When  I  awoke,  I  noticed  drool  on  my  tie  and  marshmallow  stains  on  my 
collared  shirt  and  face.  However,  not  one  impression  of  a  marshmallow  four-leafed  clover 
left  itself  on  me.  I  couldn't  even  get  lucky  with  an  artificial  sugary  version  of  luck. 

I  have  always  thought  best  when  I  have  lied  down.  An  epiphany  or  catharsis  used 
to  mean  nothing  to  me,  but  as  I  lay  in  my  bed  the  next  morning,  something  happened  while 
ran  a  telephone  message  from  Maria  in  my  head.  "Just  wanted  to  see  how  your  day  went. 
You  haven't  answered  your  phone  all  day.  Are  you  okay?  Love  you,"  was  how  it  went  As  I 
was  scolding  myself  for  being  such  an  unresponsive  jerk,  I  began  to  think  of  a  possible 
future  mapped  out  with  spontaneous  climbing  expeditions,  and  if  I  were  gocxi.  delicious 
veggie  burgers  afterwards  would  me  more  than  just  a  possibility.  Of  course.  I'd  hate  those 
things  being  my  life,  but  instead  I  would  just  look  at  Maria  and  say,  "Of  course,  honey, 
that'd  be  great.  "Of  course"  would  become  the  magic  phrase.  Of  course,  I'd  love  to 
sacrifice  my  life  to  do  stupid  things  I.  don't  want  to  do.  Of  course,  I  loved  feigning  the 
importance  LoveStoryand  the  sequels  to  Hettmiserhave  on  American  film,  in  lieu  of 
symposiums  about  the  surrealism  and  politics  of  Bunuel  or  the  metafilm  of  Fellini.  Of 
course,  going  nowhere  was  fine  with  me.  But  most  of  all,  of  course.  I  had  a  problem  with 
all  this  and  had  the  cut  the  link  to  the  problem. 

Luckily,  I  caught  Maria  before  any  of  her  nursing  classes  for  the  da)-  and 
attempted  to  tell  her  if  we  continued  with  the  three  year  relationship  we  had.  I  was  sure  to 
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go  crazy.  I  tried  to  tell  her  she  was  better  off  with  someone  who  might  have  better  mental 
health,  and  would  surely  be  happier.  I'm  not  quite  sure  she  understood  since  she  continually 
uttered,  "Are  you  serious?"  The  conversation  ended  in  five  minutes. 

Later  that  morning,  the  sun  shimmered  on  the  leaves  in  the  early  morning  as  I 
drove  past  the  school  I  taught  at  and  attended  in  order  to  go  to  the  bank  and  take  the  better 
part  of  my  savings  account  out.  I  tried  to  take  in  the  beauty  of  nature  for  once  since  I  felt 
like  I  was  in  more  of  a  position  to  appreciate  it  with  my  new  sense  of  freedom.  Usually  at 
this  time,  I  listened  to  talk  radio  and  prepped  myself  in  my  head  to  see  if  I  was  ready  for 
any  discussion  I  might  do  in  class  as  a  student  and  as  a  teacher.  Today,  I  conversed  only 
with  myself. 

During  the  next  few  days,  I  managed  to  completely  forget  all  the  messages  left  on 
my  machine  from  my  school's  art  department  asking  where  the  hell  I  was.  I  guess  they  were 
a  bit  worried.  I  planned  to  call  them  eventually  so  no  cops  would  be  sent  to  investigate 
whether  I  was  dead  or  not.  Instead  of  wonying  about  my  classes,  I  made  several  key 
acquisitions,  such  as  a  brand  new  navy  suit  from  Brooks  Brothers  that  cost  me  about 
$700.00  of  my  savings.  The  jacket  itself  ran  about  $420.00  and  had  a  single  breast  pocket 
for  my  silk  teal  handkerchief.  My  pants  had  pleats  and  were  the  best  fitting  pants  I  had  ever 
gotten.  My  tie  had  a  pattern  of  wide,  diagonal  navy  stripes  against  teal.  The  suit  looked 
much  better  than  the  usual  ill-fitting  khaki  pants  I  wore  with  a  white  collared  shirt  that  had 
yellow  stains  fomiing  in  the  armpit  areas.  I  promised  myself  to  wear  it  whenever  I  could 
from  here  on  out. 

I  took  up  scouting  yard  sales  in  nearby  neighborhoods  on  the  following  Fridays.  I 
used  to  be  a  scavenger  of  crap  back  in  my  early  college  days  and  made  it  somewhat  of  a 
hobby  to  find  the  most  ridiculous  tilings  to  decorate  my  living  space.  I  used  to  keep  a 
squirrel  with  antlers  on  top  of  the  t.v.  in  my  apartment,  but  when  Maria  came  along,  she 
said  axed  the  tacky  parts  of  me.  After  I  called  her  the  few  days  before,  I  noticed  the  t.v.  was 
missing  something,  so  I  went  and  pulled  an  old  friend  out  of  the  closet. 

The  good  junk  usually  disappeared  by  Saturday,  which  was  when  I  usually  got  to  a 
yard  sale  back  in  the  old  days  of  Maria,  if  I  got  there  at  all.  But  there  on  Friday,  I  bought  a 
record  player,  some  records  and  even  argued  with  a  73-year-old  over  a  small  garden  statue 
of  two  gnomes  swing  dancing  as  to  who  laid  claim  to  it  first.  I  went  home  with  it. 
Apparently,  I  made  enough  of  a  scene  for  someone  to  recognize  me  on  one  of  my  later 
trips. 

"Hey,  you're  that  guy  who  fought  for  those  garden  gnomes  last  week,  aren't  you, 
fella,"  some  stern  middle  aged  gentleman  with  a  gut  asked  me. 

"Yeah,  I  guess  I'm  the  guilty  party." 

"Yeah,  I  knew  it  was  you.  Why  would  someone  your  age  want  with  such  a 
ridiculous  item?" 

"Well,  you  know,  to  just  tiy  and  decorate  my  apartment." 

"Uh  huh."  He  sneered,  looked  me  over  and  started  staling  at  my  suit.  He  was  a 
balding  man  who  had  gone  almost  completely  gray  with  only  traces  of  black  left  in  his  hair. 
His  beady,  little  eyes  reamed  my  image  from  behind  his  bifocals.  "You  know,  a  lot  of  people 
take  these  yard  sales  pretty  seriously." 

"As  they  should.  I  take  it  seriously  too.  There  is  a  lot  of  great  treasure  to  be 
found." 
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"Uh  huh.  Now  why  does  someone  your  age  start  showing  up  to  these  things 
always  wearing  a  suit  like  yours?  You  trying  to  make  everyone  feel  like  lower  class  trash  or 
something?" 

"Not  it  all.  I  got  this  suit  a  month  ago  with  the  better  part  of  my  savings.  I've 
worn  it  every  clay  since." 

"You're  a  little  strange.  Your  suit  gives  it  away.  You  better  watch  it,  fella.  A  lot  of 
people  admit  something  to  the  public  when  they  start  wearing  the  same  suit  every  day.  Look 
at  Mark  Twain." 

"I  kind  of  think  it's  a  real  snaz2y  suit." 

"Uh  huh.  You're  being  watched  by  the  yard  sale  community.  Real  close.  You 
should  know  that." 

"Thanks  for  the  tip,  pops."  I  looked  around,  and  sure  enough,  I  was  being 
watched.  I  left  immediately  and  decided  to  postpone  my  further  foray  into  the  yard  sale 
world. 

Much  like  the  mud  I'm  currently  lying  in,  cold  hard  realizations  are  not  fun.  A  few 
days  after  being  threatened  by  the  yard  sale  brigade,  I  began  to  feel  the  negative  effects  of 
my  life  changing  epiphany.  I  had  bills  to  pay,  but  no  job.  I  had  a  future,  but  no  direction.  I 
had  the  bravado  of  a  24-year-old  ,  and  some  angry  parents  who  wanted  to  know  why  his 
bank  account  was  empty  and  his  career  was  suddenly  gone.  And  worst  of  all,  I  began  to 
miss  Maria  terribly.  There  were  still  things  around  my  place  that  she  had  left  there  and 
never  gotten,  and  each  of  those  reminded  me  of  her.  The  more  the  days  went  by,  die  more 
I  thought  of  her  and  thought  about  calling.  Instead,  I  would  fall  asleep  on  the  couch  with 
my  antlered  squurel  nestled  close. 

The  next  day  I  went  to  a  local  train  station  that  was  heavily  populated.  Maria  and  I 
used  always  go  to.  We'd  get  sandwiches  and  sit  in  the  middle  of  the  station  and  watch  all  the 
people  go  in  and  out.  For  some  reason,  they  interested  us  enough  to  continually  return  to 
the  place.  Maybe  I  was  hoping  she  would  return  there. 

"People  are  so  much  fun  to  look  at  it  when  they  come  in  from  a  trip,"  she  had  said 
to  me  one  time  there.  "To  see  all  these  lives  outside  of  us  come  and  go  and  then  we'll  most 
likely  never  see  them  again.  It's  so  strange." 

"Yeah,  I  know,"  I  responded.  "Look  at  that  guy's  family  hugging  him  over  there. 
It's  kind  of  weird  to  see  people  embracing  each  other  in  a  place  this  small.  I  guess  we  got 
lucky  and  got  a  chunky  slice-of-life  today  with  our  lunch." 

"Totally.  Kind  of  romantic  even."  She  had  grabbed  my  hand. 

"Whoa,  look  at  the  snoz  on  that  guy!" 

"1  had  bills  to  pay,  but  no  job.  I  had  a  future, 

but  no  direction.  I  had  the  bravado  of  a  24- 
year-old  ,  and  some  angry  parents  who 
wanted  to  know  why  his  bank  account  was 
empty  and  his  career  was  suddenly  gone/' 
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"Wow,  you  are  a  mood  killer."  She  had  let  go  or  my  hand. 

"Aww,  c'mon.  You  have  to  admit  that  guy  could  probably  pick  a  lock  with  that 


thinu. 


She  had  rolled  her  eyes.  "I  suppose,  Nolan." 

"What  do  you  say  to  us  staging  a  reunion  in  here  sometime.  Or  hell,  I  could  really 
get  off  a  train  or  something,  and  you  could  meet  me  here.  It  could  be  romantic.  I'll  even 
bring  a  rose." 

"Well,  we  wouldn't  get  die  sick  voyeuristic  approach  to  it,  but  it  sounds  like  a  fun." 
She  had  smiled. 

"I'll  also  get  someone  to  tape  it,  so  we  can  watch  it  later  and  be  voyeurs." 

I  thought  of  that  much  better  as  I  lay  on  the  ground  in  the  middle  of  the  train 
station.  I  think  I  took  eveiyone  by  surprise  with  a  man  dressed  in  a  dark  blue  suit  lying  on 
his  back  according  to  his  own  will.  Several  people  asked  me  if  I  were  all  right,  and  I  told 
them  I  guessed.  Then  they  told  me  it  was  a  shame  I  was  getting  such  a  nice  suit  dusty. 
Someone  threw  a  quarter  on  me  at  one  point.  Finally,  a  security  guard  approached  me. 

"Sir,  what  are  you  doing?"  he  asked. 

"Thinking,"  I  replied. 

"Well,  you  are  going  to  get  off  the  floor  and  do  that." 

"I'm  sony.  I'm  waiting  for  someone  to  return." 

"What?" 

"I'm  in  love,  I  think,"  and  felt  the  iiregular  breathing  of  my  old  days  return. 

"Get  your  ass  up!" 

I  was  pushed  towards  the  door  of  the  station  by  the  guard  and  he  told  me  I  should 
be  ashamed  for  being  such  a  damn  idiot  and  causing  needless  congestion  in  a  station,  and 
for  dusting  up  my  suit.  Before  telling  me  to  get  out,  he  said,  "You  dropped  this,"  and 
handed  me  the  rose  I  had  tucked  into  the  inside  of  my  jacket. 

"Professor  Everett!"  I  heard  yelled  as  I  began  walking  out  the  door.  I  turned  to  see 
one  of  my  students  coming  toward  me.  For  whatever  reason,  I  instinctively  bolted  out  the 
door  as  his  voice  trailed  off.  "Wait,  where  are  you  going?  What's  with  the  suit?" 

I  ended  up  ducking  through  a  few  alleyways  to  insure  the  little  bastard  would  not 
follow  me.  Maybe  I  should  have  worn  a  suit  when  I  taught  class  because  that  kid  seemed  to 
be  more  interested  in  me  than  ever.  I  started  thinking  of  how  I  could  get  back  to  my  car  for 
a  quick  getaway  when  I  felt  a  car  inching  up  on  me  slowly  from  behind  as  I  walked  on  a 
sidewalk.  The  gray  Buick  pulled  up  aside  me  and  rolled  its  window  down. 

"Oh  my  god!"  the  little  old  lady  yelled.  "You  look  so  cute  in  your  little  suit.  I  wish 
more  boys  your  age  dressed  up!" 

"Thanks,  m'am."  I  kept  walking  but  the  the  little  old  lady  kept  riding  along  with 
me  veiy  slowly  and  smiling  at  me.  "Is  there  something  I  can  do  for  you?" 

"You  don't  remember  me,  oh  no.  I  saw  you  at  the  yard  sales  the  other  day.  I'm 
supposed  to  be  keeping  an  eye  on  you." 

"You've  gotta  be  kidding." 

She  roared  with  laughter.  "No,  I'm  not.  But  you  can't  be  a  threat.  Look  how  cute 
you  are.  You  are  like  a  little  bowl  of  peach  cobbler.  I  could  eat  you  up  with  a  spoon." 

She  had  to  be  crazy. 

21 


"I'm  not  crazy  or  anything.  I  just  saw  you  walking  and  thought  Fcl  say  hey.  And 
you  can  come  back  to  the  yard  sales  and  everything.  Just  don't  beat  up  any  of  us  old  folks, 
okay?"  She  empted  in  laughter. 

"You  are  a  veiy  sweet,  old  lady,"  I  said,  and  handed  her  the  rose  I  had  under  my 
jacket.  She  drove  off  and  I  walked  back  to  my  car. 

Later  that  night,  I  decided  to  give  the  outdoors  a  try.  I  loved  this  little  man-made 
pond  next  to  an  office  building  I  passed  in  my  car  a  good  bit,  so  I  decided  I'd  go  there  at 
night  to  take  in  all  its  wonderful  atmosphere.  I  parked  my  car  in  the  nearby  parking  lot  and 
tramped  past  the  office  building  to  the  pond.  Crickets  and  frogs  chirped  and  burped  their 
foreign  tongues  and  I  began  to  think  maybe  I  missed  something  with  the  whole  outdoors 
thing.  The  man-made  waterfall  that  poured  from  a  slope  of  rocks  into  the  pond  was  the 
apex  of  the  experience.  I  thought  of  lying  down  next  to  the  pond  and  looking  up  at  the  sky. 
but  due  to  recent  rainfall  and  the  ground  being  next  to  water,  the  ground  was  quite  muddy 
and  slippery.  I  certainly  wanted  no  mud  on  my  suit.  Oh  well,  I  thought,  standing  is  nice 
enough. 

"Hello,  Nolan,"  I  heard  a  voice  say  from  the  dusk. 

A  lighter  lit  and  set  fire  to  a  cigarette.  I  made  out  Maria's  dad  in  the  darkness.  I 
stepped  back  and  nearly  slipped  into  the  pond,  but  caught  myself  with  my  hand.  I  stared  at 
the  lit  cigarette  just  below  Mr.  Webster's  thick,  dark  moustache.  I  could  make  out  all  the 
wrinkles  of  his  face  and  Ms  complete  full  head  of  black  hair.  I  always  thought  he  looked 
like  Stalin,  but  he  was  the  nicest  guy  in  the  world. 

"Mr.  Webster,  I  didn't  know  you  smoked." 

"Sure  you  did,  Nolan.  You  had  to  smell  the  smoke  on  me  from  time  to  time.  With 
the  exception  of  Mrs.  Webster  who  knows  I  smoke,  I  think  the  rest  of  the  family  has  always 
been  oblivious  to  it.  You  always  had  that  look  in  your  eye  like  you  knew.  And  now  you  are 
here  at  my  smoking  spot.  You're  a  smart  guy." 

"I  don't  know." 

He  inhaled  and  exhaled  a  steamy  flow  of  smoke  that  showed  a  little  more  than  it 
should  have  since  it  was  a  bit  cool.  His  eyes  closed  and  then  fluttered  open  while  he 
inhaled.  They  opened  looking  to  the  side,  and  then  fell  on  me  again. 

"Uh,  so  how's  Maria  doing?" 

"Well,  not  too  good,  Nolan.  Not  too  good  at  all."  I  tried  to  say  something  but  Mr. 
Webster  cut  me  off.  "Yeah,  we  really  liked  you,  Nolan.  You  were  a  good  kid  and  I  thought 
Maria  did  a  hell  of  a  job  picking  a  fine  guy  yon  out.  You  were  a  funny,  intelligent,  down  to 
earth  guy  who  was  always  good  to  Maria.  And  you  even  put  up  with  all  die  crazy  ideas  she'd 
always  get  in  her  head.  She  can  be  a  little  impulsive  sometimes.  I'm  sure  you  know  exactly 
what  I  mean." 

"Hen,  yeah,  I  guess  I. . ." 

"We're  all  going  to  miss  seeing  you  around  the  house.  Not  to  give  you  a  big  head 
or  anything,  but  you  were  definitely  my  favorite  of  Maria's  boyfriends.  Mrs.  Webster 
thought  you  were  an  angel.  And  well,  Maria,  she  just  thought  the  world  of  you.  I've  never 

"Crickets  and  frogs  chirped  and  burped  their 
foreign  tongues../' 


seen  her  take  to  a  boy  like  she  did  with  you.  And  the  way  she  talked  about  you  when  you 
weren't  around  too.  She  wouldn't  shut  up  about  you." 

"Well,  you  guys  are  great.  And  Maria  is  wonderful.  I  still  love  her,  actually  I  know  I 
love  her.  I  just  needed  to  have  a  realization-" 

"Then  why  did  you  drop  her.  I  mean,  if  you  loved  her  so  much,  yc  >u  \v<  )iildn't  have 
done  that  to  her,  especially  how  suddenly  you  did  it.  I  mean,  love  is  a  strong  word.  And  like 
I  said,  you  are  an  intelligent  boy.  You  know  the  implications  of  telling  someone  you  love 
them.  So  you  probably  shouldn't  say  it  if  you  don't  mean,  eh?" 

I  suddenly  did  not  like  nartire  so  much.  And  I  really  was  not  so  sure  I  liked  this 
Mr.  Webster  at  all.  He  began  to  glare  at  me  not  so  much  with  the  jovial  look  he  had  given 
me  when  Maria  and  I  would  show  up  to  his  house  and  eat  dinner  with  her  family.  I  began  to 
fidget  with  the  buttons  on  my  coat. 

"Yeah,  Nolan,  she  took  it  pretty  hard.  Since  the  day  you  called  her,  she's  pretty 
much  flaked  out  on  the  whole  nursing  school  tiling.  Mrs.  Webster  and  I  have  had  a  hell  of  a 
time  trying  to  calm  her  down  and  convince  her  teachers  she's  sick.  She's  missed  a  lot  of 
work,  you  know,  with  that  nursing  school.  They  have  to  be  there  at  all  times,  learn  how  to 
administer  shots  and  stuff  like  that.  So  it's  been  kind  of  a  problem." 

"Well,  maybe  I  can  call  and  talk  to  her." 

"I  don't  think  that's  such  a  good  idea.  She  needs  to  forget  about  you,  you  know, 
since  you  broke  her  heart  and  all.  It's  better  that  way." 

"Mr.  Webster,  look,  I'm  sony.  I  didn't  mean. .  ." 

"You  know  what  it  feels  for  a  girl  like  that  to  have  her  heart  broken?"  Mr.  Webster 
tossed  his  cigarette  onto  the  ground  and  put  it  out  with  his  foot.  It  was  completely  dark. 
Something  rustled  the  air  quickly  and  approached  me.  Mr.  Webster's  fist  felt  like  a  hammer 
against  my  right  eye  and  landed  with  a  sharp  thud  into  muddy  ground.  I  rolled  around  and 
winced  in  pain. 

"Probably  like  that,  except,  well,  in  the  chest  area.  Don't  ever  break  another  girl's 
heart,  and  especially  don't  ever  do  anything  like  mat  to  Maria  again.  In  fact,  you  probably 
shouldn't  talk  to  her  ever  again  just  to  be  safe.  I  like  you,  Nolan.  That's  why  I  had  to  teach 
you  this  lesson." 

As  I  groaned  and  felt  the  warm  rush  blood  gushing  out  of  my  temple  area,  I  heard 
Mr.  Webster's  lighter  being  lit.  A  hot  cigarette  bounced  off  the  unharmed  side  of  my  face, 
slightly  burning  me  and  landed  on  the  ground  in  front  of  my  left  eye. 

"You'll  need  a  light,  Nolan.  By  the  way,  sharp  suit,  kiddo.  You  look  like  a  little  blue 
boy,  but  it's  the  same  old  you."  And  the  sludge  of  Mr.  Webster's  feet  became  more  distant. 

So  I  lay  there  for  awhile  on  the  ground,  wincing  in  pain.  Two  epiphanies:  one,  my 
face  hurt  like  all  hell,  and  two,  stop  having  epiphanies.  I  think  I  blacked  out  for  awhile. 

I  awoke  and  saw  a  fiery  ember  in  front  of  me.  And  so  I  kept  staring  at  the  light  of 
the  cigarette. 

I  want  to  get  up  now,  but  die  ground  feels  so  good  on  my  face  and  I  think  the 
blood  and  mud  must  have  congealed  together.  My  right  eye  feels  like  it  wants  to  push 
through  my  swollen,  closed  eyelid.  I  need  to  put  tilings  in  order  again.  So  I  lay  here  and 
think  about  my  new,  spontaneous  experience.  Just  beyond  the  light,  I  think  I  make  out  a 
bed  of  clover.  One  is  four-leafed.  Perhaps  I  can  move  there  at  some  point. 
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Lifted  Heads,  Natalie  Bruce 
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Rachel  Malmborg 

BEYOND  THE  REDBIRD 

An  empty  flagpole  staggers  in  the  breeze 
where  I  traced  a  bright  red  cardinal  coming  from  northeast 
It  glided  before  claustrophobic  clouds,  behind  a  gray  sky, 
and  past  shriveled  hedges  that  carry  no  life 

red  entered  a  long  leaf  pine 
and  I  never  saw  red  again 

My  eyes  have  ventured 
where  red  could  have  flown 

clouds  stretched  and  new  horizons  shine  through 

Under  game  lights,  talent  won 

Past  dusk,  into  the  final  moments  of  the  sun 

Why  would  I  look  back? 

All  that's  left  behind  that  long  leaf  pine 
is  one  dead  tree  with  bark  cmmbling, 
holding  up  branches  that  broke  off  long  ago, 
branches  that  carry  no  life  to  leaves. 

Jillian  Greer 

THE  WAKING  FISH 

The  breath  of  my  body  is  a  balloon  insufficiently  fed 
As  I  awake  entombed  in  breathlessness  and  weariness 
I  sleep  to  arise  tired  and  hearing  the  whispers  of  my  dreams 
Which  speak  of  fears  approaching  reality 
Of  falling  teeth  and  illicit  love 

The  breath  of  my  body  is  a  balloci  insufficiently  fed 

As  a  brick  of  cotton  and  air  upon  my  chest  and  face 

And  I  suffocate  wearily  for  daily  duties 

Important  only  to  the  perfect  monster  in  my  head 

My  compressed  breath  sings  of  blue  truths  in  green  pillows 

The  breath  of  my  body  is  a  balloon  insufficiently  fed 
Like  an  asthmatic  fish  in  the  desert 

I  salvage  the  water  of  my  fills  in  hopes  of  fulfilling  dreams 
And  arise  to  meet  the  diy 
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Carrie  Beth  Gantt 

RETAIL  MADNESS 

The  scent  of  Fishbone's  special  of  the  day  creeps 

in  through  the  open  door  masking  the  dust  sweat 

rot  of  my  deteriorating  feet  cruise  ships  cause 

my  fingers  to  bleed  bagging  typing  ainning  credit  cards 

for  post  cards  shot  glasses  coffee  mugs  that  chip  at  the  touch. 

cheap  sweatshirts  missized  and  misshapen  $24.99  for  a  hooded  navy 

with  Vineyard  Crew  bannered  across  the  front  jellyfish  yo-yos 

boinging  on  their  own  residue  from  grimy  fingers  staining  their  tentacles 

freshwater  taffy  boxed  for  presentation  I  stencil  Martha's  Vineyard 

in  sharpie  onto  wind  chimes  shipped  from  China 

after  hours  the  vacuum  picks  up  gravel  sticky  sweets  ground 

into  the  carpet  broken  bits  of  shot  glasses  blood  from  barefeet 

the  ripped  piece  of  carpet  in  the  corner  exposing  concrete  underneath 


Face,  Blake  Burton 
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Megan  Roth 

THE  SALAD  ROOM 

Smoking  causes  the  tiny  buds  on  your  tongue 
To  lose  their  ability  to  taste, 
Which  is  a  useful  handicap 
In  my  mother's  kitchen. 

Unloading  the  groceries  every  Sunday 

I,  wide  eyed,  sorted  through  brown  paper  bags 

Searching  for  the  fruit  roll-ups  or  the  Little  Debbies, 

Only  to  find  yogurt. 

Fat  free,  Taste  free, 

Cancer  free. 

The  freezer  items  burned  my  pink  hands 
As  I  sifted  to  find  the  ice  cream,  fruit  pops, 
Settling  for  a  frostbitten  fudgesicle, 
No  sugar  added,  Great  Value. 

After  school,  she  bussed  us  home, 
And  stood  in  the  kitchen,  rationing  out 
Small  doses  of  green  grapes  or  fat-free  pretzels 
Like  a  pharmacist. 

Through  dinner  we  did  math  problems, 

And  my  mother  carbohydroned  about  portion  sizes 

And  sometimes  solving  world  problems, 

Like  the  kidnapping  of  small  children  for  slave  trade, 

Or  how  overweight  people  should  be  required 

To  buy  two  airline  seats. 

If  I  ever  visit  my  mother's  kitchen  again, 
I  will  be  sure  and  wear  my  thin  clothes, 
Stand  tall  and  suck  in, 
And  smoke  plenty  of  cigarettes  on  die  way. 
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Hillary  Ballant 

AFTER 

I've  stripped  the  bed, 

thrown  sheets  to  the  mercy 

of  my  washing  machine 

and  shaken  those  flat 

pillows  lifeless. 

Punch. 

Fluff. 


The  mattress  sleeps 
in  its  white  lingerie; 
strips  of  daylight 
warm  its  nakedness. 


Chris  Adkins 


BISOU 


Sheets  tumble 

in  the  dryer, 

your  hair  and  sweat, 

your  scent  and  crooked  smile 

consumed  by  the  lint  trap. 

There  is  your  scent 

to  remember. 

Aloe  aftershave  and  sweat. 

Your  shirt  thrown 

haphazardly  on  the  desk, 

your  pants  draped 

at  the  foot  of  my  bed, 

limp  and  tired. 

Satisfied. 

Half  empty  glasses 

of  bourbon  and  coke 

watch 

from  the  bedside  table. 

Love,  if  at  all,  comes  after. 
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Often,  words  falter 

anxiety,  pregnant  and  fat 

lingers  upon  my  head 

like  the  stench  of  smoke 

stuck  in  unwashed  hair 

and  my  words  soi  it  glace 

with  some  enfeebling  plague 

Et  mesyeux,  ever  truthful  ( telling) 

scan  the  visage 

sound  the  bells 

Bells,  bells,  Bells 

nothing  more  than  rapid  beats  - 

beats  of  life 

full  of  nervous  energy 

and  I  shake 

but  not  from  cold 

and  the  fabric  of  your  dress 

shimmers  slightly 

and  the  skin  upon  your  face  - 

best  felt  by  a  hand  reversed 

teteatetc 

nezansz 

and  we  pause  . . . 

and  your  breathing  matches  mine 

Now  it's  Christmas! 

for  we  give  and  receive 

thus  it  pleases  me 

pleasing  you. 


Classical  Fragments,  Olivia  Hooper 
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Booth  Willson 

NAVAJO  STAINS  AND  SUNDRIES 

my  wealth  muffles  the  world 

the  muffling  is  magnified  by  this  island 

my  feet  weren't  made  for  wand'iing 

especially  not  down  dead-end  roads 

not  when  it's  kill  or  be  killed 

not  when  the  lynched  saw  me  holding  their  rope 

my  wealth  muffles  the  world 

the  muffling  is  magnified  by  this  island 

the  white  pages  of  history  books 
show  government  officials  giving  poignant  looks 
stop  this  monster  before  it  eats  our  children 
uproot  this  seed  before  we  feed  it  to  our  children 

my  wealth  muffles  the  world 

the  muffling  is  magnified  by  this  island 
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Kenneth  Stutts 


LEFTOVERS 

His  last  summer  with  us, 

the  beach  was  cooler; 

the  waves  that  broke 

our  flashlight  beams 

gave  us  goose  bumps 

and  kept  crabs  from  our  nets. 


Barefoot,  we  stepped 
nervously,  jerking  our  lights  toward 
shadows  in  the  shallows 
and  dodging  invisible  pincers. 

We  filled  sandcastle  buckets 
easily,  until  he  discovered 
the  bright  orange  fuzz 
was  the  females'  eggs. 

We  tossed  them  in  the  surf 
and  harvested  only  males 

Boiled  them, 
Froze  them, 
Forgot  them. 

Only  remembering  on  the  drive  home 
frosted  black  eyes  staring  blankly 
through  cold-fogged  plastic. 


Sunset,  Katie  Wood 
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Greer  Dauphin 

HONEYWINE  AND  HUMMINGBIRDS 

With  Honeywine  clutching  to  our  glasses, 

we  sat  on  the  front  porch, 

the  weight  of  me  and  Jim  sinking 

the  gaudy  floral  couch. 

Scattered  Others-those  grass-smoking 

ruffians, 

provocative  girls  with  thin  thighs  who  laugh 

in  shrieks,  musicians  who  compare  festival 

experiences- 

sunounded  our  bodies. 

Voices  cramped  the  air 

random  contemplative 

phrases  and  dirty  jokes 

mnning  on  top  of  one  another, 

manifesting  in  the  grooves  of  words 

and  deep  sighs. 

I  notice  Jim's  queer  expression- 
how  his  stare  was  a  crossbreed  of  Jim 
Morrison 
and  Mick  Jagger, 

thick  hair-  reminiscent  of  ocean  salty  ripples- 
falling  just 

below  pouting  lips.  He  sneered 
discreetly  just  before  smiling. 
With  one  leg  causally  flopping 
over  the  other  limb, 
he  spoke  in  a  low  drawl: 

"Greer  and  I  will  travel  to  Venice 
one  day,  then  become  wanderers  of  the 
earth" 

As  many  nodded  and  looked  about 
ears  pricked  momentarily 

the  very  words  spoken  fluttered  into  the 
wind 


Urban  Gypsy,  Ashley  Eslava 


Exploding  into  one  hundred  hummingbirds 

Thriving  with  exaltation,  die  jeweled  birds 

flew 

hurriedly  throughout  the  porch. 

hindering  my  blinks 

Ruby  throats  glowing, 

mimicking  fireflies 

the  birds  were  bursting  with  catastrophic 

flights, 

chaotic  crashing  into  shaved  legs, 

t-shirts,  bare  feet,  die  couch. 

nothing  missed. 
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The  haste  flapping  of  wings 
in  odd  angles  brought  fire  to  the  porch, 
no  one  dared  to  exclaim 

my  hair  caught  aflame, 

lighting  up  Jim's  hair,  until  our  entire  heads 

burned 

in  intense  splashes  of  crimson  and  jade — 

creation  of 


Pure  happiness- 

when  notliing  but  peace  is  on  the  mind 
you  forget  tribulations  and  just  float 
throughout  the  physical  world;  die  dead 
winter  trees,  deteriorating  sidewalks 
and  stuttering  amens  beneath  stones 
No  longer  questioning  the  path  of  destiny, 
no  contemplations  of  free-will 
soundless  protests 

The  hummingbirds  empted  away, 
scattering  colors  as  they  fleeted 
awaking  my  haze 

bullets  of  feathers  away  into  the  night 

Puzzlement  conquered  no  mind 
and  old  worlds  and  laughter 
continued  to  reverberate  from  the  porch- 
life,  being  the  same,  no  course  altered, 
no  righteousness 

springing  from  the  flowerless  ground. 
I  took  a  long  sip  of  honeywine, 

oh  honeywine  and  hummingbirds 

and  apparitions  of  vernal  faces  languidly 

hanging  in  front  of  my  eyes. 

Tiny  feathers  clung  in  layers 
of  his  fire  hair 

Feathers  ubiquitous, 

jagged  layers 

a  thin  veil  covering  the  porch. 
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Nicole  Rohr 

BLACK  INK 

In  Missouri,  there  are  no  hearts. 

It  is  a  dance  among  the  spades,  and  the  clubs, 

And  the  blank  stares, 

With  music  turned  up  too  loud 

And  headphones  pressed  tightly  against  ears. 

Between  them  is  a  race, 

And  the  faded  black  material  listens  and 

Cheers  on  the  obsession. 

People  worry  if  their  mascara  is  running 
In  the  freezing  rain. 

But  along  the  edge  of  the  sidewalk, 

Black  skateboard  shoes  with  ink  carvings  in 

the  rubber 

Dance. 

Just  keep  your  toes  pointed, 
Back  straight, 
Chin  up. 

No  one  notices  that  when  the  girl  twirls, 

She  does  not  smile. 

Her  eyes  have  no  light  as 

The  classroom, 

The  trees, 

The  bus  stop, 

Aid  the  treadmills 

Stare  back. 
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Ainator,  Blake  Burton 
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Meredith  Hanson 

PALE   GREEN   ELEGY 

There  are  moments- 
when  I  almost  forget 
the  peanut  song. 
We  sang  it  together 
bursting  with  greedy 
mongering  of  perfect  late  night 
Easy-Mac  company. 

The  burning  brown  from 
broken  chocolate  chip  cookies 
slipped  into  the  grease  tips  of  our 
fingers.  We  baked  them  ourselves. 
Two  rolls  full.  We  ate  them  ourselves. 
I  never  knew  I'd  cry 
over  that  spatula. 

We  ran,  never  to  forget, 
to  waste,  a  precious  Dr.  Pepper 
moment,  the  taste  of  originality 
pulsating  as  we  plunged  down, 
hands  up,  roller  coaster  down, 
halloween  sisterhood,  black  Siamese 
twins  with  two  pieces  of  the  same  tale. 
We  were. 

We  loved  green- 
crisp  lettuce  of  picnic  afternoons, 
ponytails  flying  as  dorm  quad  lawn  furniture 
pressed  its  diamonds  into  our  thighs. 
The  wann  breeze  promised  rain 
with  green  apple  jollyranchers, 
crescent  moons  lodged 
into  the  roofs  of  our  mouths. 
Lime  waterballoons  launched 
after  lurking  with  sportsbra  ski  masks 
towards  our  grape  throwing  enemies. 
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We  shared  the  oceans  of  childhood, 
a  deep  blue  green 
of  peace,  of  soaking  in  joy 
On  pleasant  Wednesdays 
the  choppy  clumps  of  grass 
followed  us  from  sliding.  We  won 
every  flag  football  game  we  played. 
I  defended  her  from  backstabs 
and  linebackers,  she  just  ran 
like  fleeing  from  highschool 
sweethearts,  toward  the  cool 
still  field. 

Now,  when  I  break  the  tip 
off  my  daily  queen 
chocolate  dipped  cone 
to  suck  the  ice  cream 
out  until  my  cheeks 
go  numb,  I  remember- 
She  liked  butterscotch, 
and  I  am  a  traitor. 

Every  day  at  five  pm  the  bells 
bring  out  from  the  belltower 
above  our  dorms.  I  hum  along 
to  our  afternoon  memories 
and  stroke  the  pale  green  ribbon 
safety-pinned  to  my  heart.  A  simple 
bow  to  tie  myself  to  her  memory, 
to  cling  to  the  sweet  greens  of  Erin. 

There  are  moments  of  forgetting 

the  chill  that  fills  my  ice  cream  zapped 

cheeks-  a  hollow  swirl 

in  my  ears,  I  strain 

to  capture,  eyes  closed, 

her  life  loyal  laugh  ringing 

only  a  soft  echo  in  my  memory 

of  sounds.  I  almost  could  forget, 

Almost. 
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Ashley  Pope 


PICTURE 
PERFECT 


"NouA"  declares  Dad  with  obvious  delight.  I  painfully  look  at  my  father 
silhouetted  against  the  relentless  brilliance  of  the  noonday  Bermuda  sun.  He  stands, 
camera  poised,  ready  to  ta  ke  what  is  very  likely  the  30th  picture  of  me  today.  For  Dad, 
pictures  are  why  we  go  on  vacation.  The  destinations  provide  a  convenient  backdrop  for 
family  portraits.  I'd  call  it  an  obsession.  When  it  comes  to  pictures  of  his  family, 
moderation  and  courtesy  are  alien  concepts.  Many  times  we  have  skipped  dinner  in  order 
to  get  to  the  hotel  in  time  to  get  a  picture  of  us  in  front  of  it  before  the  sun  sets.  The  next 
morning  as  we  leave,  or  course,  he'll  take  another  one.  If  we're  staying  two  nights,  he  might 
even  get  a  third  picture  the  following  evening,  just  to  be  safe. '  "You're  going  to  be  glad  to 
have  these  pictures  one  day,"  he  is  ever  reminding  us. 

Obsessive-compulsive?  You  bet.  A 
perfectionist?  Oh  yeah.  Dad  is  particularly 
excited  by  symmetry.  If  my  sister  and  I  both 
happen  to  be  wearing  blue,  he  will  take  twice  as 
many  pictures  that  day  because  it  is  that  much 
more  fun  for  him.  Last  Christmas,  he  bought 
five  matching  red  pullovers  whose  sole  purpose 
was  to  enhance  the  photos  of  our  upcoming  trip 
to  Boston  with  color  coordination.  Even  when 
the  rest  of  the  family  gets  to  wear  what  they 
want,  he  lays  out  Mom's  clothes  for  her  so  that 
the  two  of  them  will  match  ei  >en  'day  \  Instead  of 
digging  through  wadded  t-shirts  to  find  a  pair  of 
socks  in  her  suitcase,  all  Mom  has  to  do  is  locate 
the  chair  where  a  perfectly  folded  outfit  has 
been  laid  out  for  her  the  night  before.  She  puts 
on  the  clothes,  not  even  thinking  about  it. 
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"For  Dad, 
pictures  are  why  we 
go  on  vacation.  The 
destinations  provide 

a  convenient 
backdrop  for  family 

portraits/ ' 


Sail,  Katie  Wood 


As  I  get  older,  I  find  that  I've  become  less  tolerant  of  Dad  and  more  frustrated 
when  Mom  meets  his  demoralizing  demands.   In  my  three  years  of  semi-adulthood,  I  have 
come  to  the  conclusion  that,  if  such  tolerance  is  part  of  the  maniage  contract,  you  can  just 
count  me  out.  I  have  proudly  decided  that  I  am  always  and  forever  going  to  dress  myself. 
But  Mom  cares  about  her  family  more  than  she  does  clothes.  If  wearing  green  keeps  Dad 
happy,  then  what's  the  harm?  She  overlooks  Dad's  behavior  so  long  as  it  does  not  put  us  in 
immediate  danger.  But  he  does  put  us  in  danger-  quite  often.  In  our  chronologically 
organized  albums,  there  are  pictures  of  me,  age  eight,  nervously  standing  in  the  median  of 
a  six-lane  highway  and  age  two  perched  on  the  wall  of  the  Hoover  Dam.  Mom  sure  gave 
him  hell  about  that  one.  "The  angle  was  better  with  her  up  there,"  he  explained.  It  made 
perfect  sense  to  him.  Dad  is  even  known  to  tike  pictures  while  he  drives.  He  turns  around 
in  his  seat  with  a  camcorder  to  pan  the  honor-stricken  faces  of  his  children  while  Mom 
screams  madly  in  the  passenger  seat  and  lunges  for  the  unmanned  steeling  wheel. 

Of  course,  Mom  disapproves  of  Dad's  compulsive  habits,  and  she  does  try  to  limit 
the  impact  that  they  have  on  us  kids.  But  above  all,  Mom  practices  self-sacrifice  and 
promotes  tolerance. 

"Just  go  along  with  him,  Ashley.  He's  good  to  you." 

"I  know,  Mom." 

"He  tries  hard." 

"I  know  he  does,  Mom.  I  know." 

So  despite  my  growing  resentment,  my  vocal  resistance  to  my  eccentric  father  is 
very  minimal.  My  complacency,  I  tell  myself,  is  only  out  of  respect  for  Mom.  But  though 
I  would  not  dream  of  admitting  it,  the  crazy  truth  is  this:  at  times  I  still  enjoy  being  a  part 
of  Dad's  thrilling  and  life  threatening  adventures.  We  all  do.  For  his  pictures,  my  family 
and  I  have  been  all  over  the  world.  We  have  been  placed  in  unimaginably  ridiculous 
situations,  and  we  have  faced  many  forms  of  peril. 

But  nothing,  I  think,  nothing  compares  to  what  we  are  about  to  do  now.  I  look 
down  to  my  right  at  the  recently  rented,  red  motorcycle  and  know  certain  death  will  claim 
me  this  very  afternoon.  There  is  little  for  me  to  do  but  accept  my  inevitable  termination 
and  smile  for  the  camera. 

Dad  snaps  the  picture,  and  I  gratefully  close  my  pulsating  eyes.  I  have  always  been 
terribly  prone  to  motion  sickness.  A  Transderm  Scop  patch  enables  me  to  travel  and  hold 
my  lunch,  but  it  causes  my  eyes  to  freakishly  dilate  for  several  days.  Standing  there  in  the 
parking  lot,  I  feel  the  sun  penetrating  through  my  closed  lids,  flooding  the  black  holes  of 
my  eyeballs,  and  piercing  my  mind.  It  consumes  my  body,  boring  into  my  bones,  pulsating 
in  my  temples,  simmering  on  my  flesh.  Heat  stands  thick  in  the  lazy  air,  rising  in  wisps  off 
the  quivering  asphalt.  It  drips  down  my  skin  and  tastes  salty  on  my  tongue. 

"Ashley,  take  off  your  sunglasses,"  Dad  requests.  I  pretend  not  to  hear.  This  is  to 
be  the  final  shot  before  we  cycle  to  our  deaths.  This  photo  will  Hash  across  the  evening 
news  as  America  hears  our  tragic  stoiy,  and  we  must  look  perfect.  I  am  in  no  mood  to 
cooperate.  Dad  moves  down  the  line,  examining  each  of  us  with  a  critical  eye.  searching 
for  flaws.  Apparently  done  with  me.  Dad  moves  on  to  my  sixteen-year-old  brother.  Dad 
confiscates  Preston's  cap  and  proceeds  to  press  forcefully  between  his  shoulder  blades. 
Preston  rolls  his  eyes  and  sighs  at  the  inconvenience.  Satisfied  with  his  pronouncement  o\ 
annoyance,  Preston  finally  straightens  his  posture. 
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"Out  though  I  would  not  dream  of  admitting  it,  the 

crazy  truth  is  this:  at  times  I  still  enjoy  being  a  part  of  Dad's 
thrilling  and  life  threatening  adventures." 

"I  don't  know  whether  to  call  you  sloppy  our  slouchy,  Son,"  says  Dad  as  he  moves 
on  down  the  line. 

"Don't  you  just  feel  like  a  show  dog?"  Preston  whispers,  nudging  me  in  the  side.  I 
smile  at  Preston,  and  Dad  starts  on  my  sister. 

"Taylor,  your  bra  strap  is  showing,"  he  announces.  Preston  snickers,  and  Taylor 
reddens  with  embarrassment.  Her  eleven-year-old  classmates,  she  claims,  do  not  wear  bras. 
Puberty  is  a  point  of  extreme  sensitivity  to  her  and,  for  this  reason,  a  subject  that  is  rarely 
broached  in  her  presence.  Preston  knows  mat;  so  does  Dad.  I've  been  away  at  school  tliree 
years,  and  /even  know  it.  I  shoot  Preston  my  most  threatening  glare  and  adjust  Taylor's 
tank  top.  Satisfied,  Dad  moves  on  to  Mom.  He  shakes  his  head  with  disapproval.  "Deb, 
take  your  hair  down." 

Mom  often  jokes  that  her  hair  holds  this  family  together.  To  satisfy  Dad's  need 
for  perfection  and  order,  she  allows  him  to  dye  her  hair.  The  platinum  result  is  honendous 
and  a  constant  source  of  embarrassment  for  her.  It  does,  however,  make  Dad  happy  and 
less  likely  to  get  frustrated  with  us  kids.  It  is  Mom's  most  messed  up  and  perhaps  her  most 
effective  way  of  maintaining  the  peace. 

As  a  child,  I  always  got  lonely  on  dyeing  days.  The  acidic  smell  hit  me  as  soon  as  I 
eased  open  the  bathroom  door,  burning  my  nose  and  irritating  my  eyes.  From  the  door,  all 
I  could  see  was  Dad's  back  looming  over  the  tub,  excessively  lathering  goo  onto  Mom's 
head.  The  past  couple  weeks,  I  could  see  just  a  bit  of  sandy  hair  around  Mom's  forehead 
and  temples-  hair  that  looked  very  much  like  my  own.  Dad  was  fixing  it.  Mom  sat  draped 
in  old  hand  towels  and  her  discolored  bathrobe.  Stinky  purple  globs  dripped  down  her  face 
and  into  her  eyes.  When  she  saw  me,  Mom  shooed  me  away  with  her  magazine.  "The  odor 
isn't  healthy,"  she  said.  It  did  stink.  Still,  I  don't  think  Mom  wanted  me  to  see  her  like  that. 

It  was  probably  Mom's  lack  of  control  over  her  own  appearance  that  made  her 
take  such  care  with  mine.  She  saw  little  use  in  makeup  for  herself  but  made  certain  that  I 
always  wore  matching  bows  and  stylish  shoes.  All  through  elementary  and  junior  high 
school,  she  even  curled  my  hair  while  I  ate  breakfast.  The  process  yanked  my  scalp,  burned 
my  ears,  and  craned  my  neck  so  that  I  couldn't  eat  my  cereal.  I  hated  the  painful  ordeal  and 
the  poofy  results,  but  I  never  let  on.  It  seemed  important  not  to.  Now  when  I'm  home 
from  school,  I  do  Mom's  hair.  I  mn  my  fingers  through  the  course,  frazzled  strands,  and 
wads  of  hair  come  out  in  my  fingers.  I  pull  her  hair  into  French  twists  and  low  ponytails. 
She  wants  it  back  away  from  her  face  to  minimize  the  shocking  whiteness.  It  hardly  feels 
like  hair  at  all  anymore.  I  tell  her  she  is  beautiful. 

Dad  reaches  behind  Mom's  head  and  releases  her  barrette.  Concentrating,  but 
clearly  enjoying  himself,  he  arranges  the  white  mass  about  her  shoulders  with  careful 
precision.  The  intense  hue  of  Mom's  head  bums  my  eyes.  I  look  away,  disgusted  with  the 
whole  situation. 
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"Just  get  this  over  with,"  Mom  says. 

"Okay,  ready,,"  Dad  replies,  pulling  himself  away.  He  steps  back  to  give  the  group 
one  final  looking  over  and  smiles  at  his  handiwork.  He  raises  the  camera,  lowers  it. 

"Take  off  your  glasses,  Ashley,"  he  commands. 

"Her  eyes  hurt,  and  you  have  us  looking  directly  into  the  sun,"  Mom  sighs, 
evidently  not  pleased  with  either  of  us. 

"Ten  seconds  will  not  hurt  her,  Deb."  I  look  to  Mom  for  direction.  She  nods,  and 
I  remove  the  glasses,  putting  them  safely  out  of  view  behind  my  back.  I  want  to  hold  on  to 
them  myself  to  retain  a  bit  of  dignity  despite  my  forced  submission.  Dad  steps  forward  to 
take  them. 

"She  is  fine,  Pat,  shoot  the  picture." 

The  shutters  snaps. 

"Perfect." 

Preston  and  Dad  mount  their  bikes.  As  always,  Mom  voices  the  skepticism  that  I 
feel,  the  tmth  that  even  Dad  himself  can't  really  deny.  "Pat,  you're  not  risking  my  babies' 
lives  for  a  picture  are  you?" 

"Come  on,  Deb,"  he  says,  fastening  his  helmet.  "Live  a  little." 

"When  I  agreed  to  this,  I  thought  a  moped  was  a  bicycle  with  a  motor  on  it. 
These  things  are  full  out  motorcycles!" 

"They  are  completely  safe.  We're  doing  this  for  the  kids,"  he  says,  putting  on  his 
sunglasses  and  cranking  the  engine.  All  set,  he  cocks  his  head  and  flashes  Mom  his  most 
debonair  smile.  "My  dear,  cycling  is  the  way  to  travel."  Before  Mom  can  argue.  Dad  twists 
the  throttle  and  begins  a  practice  lap  around  the  narrow  parking  lot.  Preston  follows  him. 
Mom  and  I  watch  the  ring  of  first-time  cyclists  wobble  their  way  around  the  rows  of  parked 
bikes.  Oh  this  is  not  a  good  idea.  I  look  at  my  own  motorcycle,  and  my  stomach  knots  with 
anxiety.  Bi  it  ifu  e  are  really  'gov  lg  to  hai  e  to  do  this,  I  do  >  leed 'to practice. 

"I  guess  this  tiling  works  like  a  bicycle,"  I  say  to  myself.   Grasping  die  handle  bar. 
I  nudge  the  kickstand  with  my  toe.  Nothing  happens. 

"I  think  it  is  going  to  take  more  weight,"  Taylor  suggests. 

"Yeah,  I  bet  you're  right,"  I  agree.  I  climb  onto  the  stick}'  leather  seat  and 
commence  readying  myself.  I  buckle  my  helmet,  brace  my  feet  on  the  cement,  grip  die 
handlebars,  and  stare  ahead  with  fixed  determination.  Widi  one  tremendous  heave  and  an 
animalistic  groan,  I  throw  my  weight  forward.  Ever  so  slowly,  die  bike  goes  forward,  rising 
off  of  the  kickstand.  For  one  hopeful  instant,  it  balances  indecisively  on  die  apex  before 
rolling  back  to  where  it  started.  "It  needs  more  weight,"  I  say.  "Taylor,  you're  going  to  have 
to  push  from  behind."  Again  I  throw  myself  forward.  Again  the  bike  wavers.  "Push. 
Taylor!"  She  shoves,  and  finally  the  motorcycle  rolls,  unsupported,  onto  its  own  two 
wheels. 

It  had  taken  nearly  240  pounds  to  get  the  bike  out  of  park,  but.  until  now,  it  had 
not  occurred  to  me  how  very  much  the  bike  itself  would  weigh.  I  hadn't  realized  that  I 
myself  would  actually  have  to  hold  the  tiling  up  or  how  quickly  it  would  begin  to  fall  over. 
Awkwardly,  I  straddle  the  seat,  attempting  to  steady  the  bike  with  my  thighs  while  lugging 
tiie  handlebars  and  trying  to  right  the  cycle  with  my  forearms.  Oblivious  to  mv 
predicament,  Taylor  hops  on  behind  me  without  warning.  Of  course,  this  does  not  help  die 
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"Telling  the  truth  will  only  make  her  worse." 

situation.  I  moan  in  protest,  but  Taylor  only  wraps  her  amis  more  securely  around  my 
stomach.  With  no  other  option,  my  legs  about  to  give  out  and  the  bike  standing  at  a  forty- 
five  degree  angle,  I  crank  the  engine. 

Immediately,  zealous  applause  empts  from  a  gathered  crowd  of  amused  cyclists. 
The  machine  vibrates  with  controlled  intensity,  its  low,  mechanical  hum  shoots  a  tingle  of 
hope  up  my  spine.  Maybe  I  can  do  this.  I  look  at  my  mom,  who  does  not  appear  to  at  all 
amused  by  our  ridiculous  performance.  I  smile  at  her  and  hold  up  my  thumbs.  "Got  it," 
Taylor  yells  over  the  catcalls  and  hollers  of  our  fellow  tourists. 

"Okay,  Taylor,  is  your  helmet  on?  We're  going  to  try  this."  I  twist  the  throttle  and 
the  bike  lurches  forward  like  a  spooked  horse.  Shocked  and  dumb  with  panic,  I  keep 
wrenching  the  throttle;  of  course,  it  only  makes  us  go  faster.  In  a  desperate  attempt  to  gain 
control,  I  yank  us  right,  then  left.  When  we  finally  straighten  out,  we  are  aimed  straight  for 
my  brother.  He  peacefully  continues  to  fiddle  with  something  on  his  handlebar,  dumb  to 
our  tenified  yells,  the  roar  of  the  approaching  motorcycle,  the  shouts  of  the  captivated 
onlookers,  and  the  hysterical  screams  of  Mom,  which  sing  out  distinctively  above  the 
surrounding  chaos.  Fright  replaces  my  initial  shock.  With  a  clearer  head,  I  pull  back  on  the 
brake.  Still  it  takes  the  bike  some  twenty  feet  to  shudder  to  a  stop,  and  we  gently  nudge 
Preston  on  his  rear  wheel.  He  looks  up. 

"Oh,  hey.  Have  y'all  figured  out  how  to  turn  off  the  right  blinker?"  he  asks.  I 
stare  at  him  in  disbelief. 

"Are  you  okay?"  I  ask,  turning  around  to  Taylor.  She  stares  blankly  ahead  but 
gives  me  a  feeble  nod.  I  pry  her  fingers  from  their  death  grip  on  my  midsection.  The 
crowd  that  was  so  interested  in  us  at  first  begins  hurriedly  stuffing  their  saddle  pouches 
with  beach  towels  and  sandwiches.  Apparently,  they  have  all  agreed  mat  it  is  a  good  time  to 
leave  the  parking  lot.  I  spot  Mom  and  give  her  a  sheepish  shrug.  "We're  good,"  I  yell.  She 
looks  nauseous. 

"That's  my  girl,"  Dad  calls  from  the  other  end  of  the  lot.  "You've  got  it  now. 
One  lap  around  and  then  let's  hit  the  road.  There  is  a  beach  about  twenty  miles  from  here 
that  I'd  like  to  get  to  while  the  light  is  still  good." 

Turning  to  Preston,  I  whisper,  "He  must  be  kidding!  I'm  not  ready  for  the  road.  I 
just  about  killed  you  a  second  ago.  Plus,  I  don't  even  think  my  brakes  are  working  right." 
Preston  shrugs  and  reairns  to  his  dashboard.  He's  never  any  help. 

"I'll  do  better  this  time,  Taylor."  Ever  so  gently,  I  twist  the  throttle,  and  the  bike 
crawls  foiward.  There  is  not  enough  momentum  to  actually  keep  it  upright,  and  I 
instinctively  steady  us  by  placing  my  feet  on  the  asphalt.  The  bike  weaves  from  side  to  side 
as  I  propel  it  along  with  my  toes.  Wis  isn  'tso  bad.  We  waddle  around  the  lot  and  over  to 
where  my  family  is  waiting,  parked  on  the  edge  of  the  road.  Mom  has  climbed  on  behind 
Dad.  She's  a  nervous  wreck.  She  is  already  bouncing  her  legs  and  shaking  her  hands  in  the 
air  like  they're  wringing  wet.  Tilings  must  be  pretty  bad.  She  wouldn't  be  going  if  they 
weren't.  The  homble  truth  hits  me  like  a  bullet.  She's  actually  afraid 'that ive  may  not  make  it. 
Just  looking  at  her  makes  me  shudder. 
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She's  studying  me  from  her  precarious  perch.  "Ashley,  are  you  sure  you're  ready? " 
she  asks.  I  hate  when  she  gets  like  this.  Telling  the  truth  will  only  make  her  worse.  ltd 
also  make  Taylor  scared.  Mom  might  even  move  her  to  Preston's  bike,  and  I  know  that's  a 
bid  idea.  ReiiifridingwUhhei'placesinfmitelymorerespoiisibilityon  myshoulders,  evenifldont 
biow  what  totalktoheraboitt,  Icanhidealone. 

"Yes,  Mom,  I'm  okay." 

"Great,"  says  Dad,  clearly  relieved  that  I'm  not  going  to  cause  a  problem.  "Now 
we  don't  have  a  map,  but  I  looked  at  one  before  we  left  the  ship.  Let's  just  try  to  not  get 
separated.  Remember,  Bermudans  drive  on  the  left  side  of  the  road.  So  don't  get  going  the 
wrong  way."  He  looks  at  me.  "You  know  if  you  go  as  slow  as  you  just  did  around  the  lot 
that  you're  going  to  get  mauled  over,  don't  you,  Ash?" 

"Yes,"  I  say,  privately  crestfallen. 

"And  if  you  use  your  feet  to  stop  like  that,  they're  going  to  get  mangled." 

The  gmesome  image  fills  my  mind  with  honor. 

"I  know,  Dad." 

"Super.  All  set  then." 

He  pulls  out  into  traffic.  Preston  scoots  on  out  behind  him. 

Wjy  do  I eietifeel  compelled  tofollow  them? I coiildjitst stay  right  here.  Up  the  hill,  a  traffic 
light  turns  green,  and  several  buses  crank  into  gear  and  begin  grinding  towards  us.  I  close 
my  pulsing  eyes  and  suck  in  a  lung  full  of  salty  air.  Fine.  "We  are  not  going  to  be  left."  I  say 
aloud.  Without  another  thought  about  it,  I  start  the  motor  and  pull  out  into  traffic. 

"Do  you  see  them?"  I  call  behind  me. 

"Yeah,  they're  up  there,"  Taylor  replies,  leaning  out  to  look  over  my  shoulder  and 
point  at  two  fuzzy  red  dots  a  half  mile  ahead.  Immediately,  the  bike  veers  to  die  left.  My 
stomach  flips  at  the  unexpected  jolt,  and  I  desperately  pull  us  back  onto  the  road. 
"Taylor,  you  can't  do  that,"  I  scream.  "Motorcycles  have  to  be  balanced.  You  have  to  hold 
on  to  me  and  not  move."  Reluctantly,  she  wraps  her  arms  around  my  waist.  "Thank  you." 
Slowly  I  begin  to  gain  composure.  The  bike  even  seems  surer  of  itself  now  that 
we're  out  of  that  parking  lot  and  can  keep  a  steady  pace.  In  fact,  this  isn  tso  bad.  We  pass  out 
of  the  commercial  dock  district  and  begin  seeing  little  houses  along  die  road.  Small, 
cracker  box  ones  the  color  of  a  tropical  salad-  peach,  lime  green,  watemielon.  and  orange. 
Many  houses  have  four  or  five  barefoot,  sun-browned  children  running  through  die  yard  in 
cotton  shorts.  Mothers  sitting  on  cement  stoops  wave  to  us.  Of  course,  my  sister  waves 
back.  The  bike  veers.  "Taylor!" 

"Right,"  she  says  wrapping  her  amis  around  my  waist. 

We  wind  along  a  cliff  that  hugs  the  bay.  I  steal  a  glance  over  the  sheer  drop  off  at 
die  churning  waves  some  eighty  feet  below.  I  sure  am  glad  Bermudans  drive  on  the  left.  The 
dramatic  color  variations  in  die  hypnotizing  water  suggest  the  abundant  sandbars,  coral 
reefs,  and  marine  life  just  below  the  surface.  The  water  changes  from  aqua  to  cyan  to  azure 
to  indigo.  Sunlight  smiles  on  die  bay,  dazzling  the  waves  with  ephemeral  diamonds.  The 
radiating  intensity  of  the  water  bums  my  eyes,  and  I  look  away.  "1  lave  you  ever  seen  water 
that  turquoise?"  I  call  behind  me. 

Taylor  leans  over  my  shoulder,  straining  to  hear.  "The  water's  full  of  boys?."  she 
asks,  looking  around. 

"Never  mind,  it's  not  important.  Don't  lean." 
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The  wind  pushes  my  hair  hack  off  my  face  and  dries  my  skin.  I  think  about 
Charlie,  my  cocker  spaniel,  with  his  head  sticking  out  a  car  window  and  his  tongue  flapping 
at  the  passing  traffic.  His  eyes  dance  with  the  joy  of  living,  the  delight  of  sensation.  This 
must  lxj  u  hat  it  is  that  he  feels.  I  smile  to  myself. 

Ifldidn  thaw  to  be  on  this  motorcycle,  I  think  I  would  really  like  this  island.  Dad  is  restless 
and  tires  of  things  easily.  To  have  a  good  time,  he  has  to  be  doing  something  thrilling, 
something  he  has  never  tried  before.  And  he  won't  do  it  by  himself.  Mom  has  to  be  there, 
and  he'd  certainly  prefer  if  we  all  tagged  along.  So  here  we  are,  taking  in  Bermuda  at 
devilish  speed  atop  motorcycles. 

I  am  happiest  when  I  am  alone  and  still.  I  crave  time  when  I  can  escape  from 
people  and  retreat  into  nature  where  I  can  dream  and  discover  the  world  at  my  own  leisure. 

"Grab  your  coat!"  Grandma  yelled  as  I  burst  out  the  rickety  screen  door  of  our 
cabin.  As  a  child,  I  spent  a  weekend  every  fall  in  the  mountains  with  my  grandparents.  In 
Alabama  everybody  learns  to  appreciate  the  cool  months,  to  relish  them  even.  In  the  fall,  the 
Earth  finally  catches  its  breath  after  the  long  summer  heat  and,  with  a  final  burst  of 
colorful  brilliance,  settles  into  hibernation  for  the  winter.  The  world  is  ablaze  with  the 
auburn,  chocolate,  gold,  crimson,  and  bronze  of  the  leaves.  The  season  is  much  more  to  me 
than  temperature-  October  pulls  at  something  deep  within  my  heart. 

For  an  hour,  I  had  been  impatiently  cooped  up  inside  our  musty  cabin,  waiting  for 
the  rain  to  clear.  The  Earth  was  splattered  with  water,  and  everything  was  clean  and  fresh. 
Pearl-like  droplets  slipped  down  the  leaves,  capairing  the  sun  before  landing  in  glistening 
puddles  below.  Squashing  my  way  down  the  sodden  dirt  path,  I  heard  Charlie  panting 
behind  me.  As  he  tumbled  over  himself  to  keep  up,  his  tongue  lolled  out  of  his  mouth  in  a 
sideways  grin;  he  knew  where  we  were  going. 

The  tire  swing  hung  on  a  tremendous,  sheltering  oak  perched  on  the  edge  of  a 
small  lake.  The  enonnous,  twisted  branches  of  the  tree  reached  out  over  die  water  to 
embrace  the  world  like  mothers'  arms.  I  swung  my  legs  onto  the  slippery  mbber,  and  I  was 
off!  The  branches  sighed  and  the  crispy  leaves  whispered  against  each  other  with  each 
swing  of  the  tire.  I  flew  through  the  air,  mouth  open  to  the  sky  in  hopes  of  catching  some 
of  the  droplets  of  rain  still  dribbling  from  the  leaves  far  above.  From  up  there,  I  could  see 
the  mountains  butting  up  against  the  lake.  Mist  thick  enough  to  mn  my  fingers  through 
lifted  off  the  water.  I  saw  the  tired  old  dock  where  Preston  and  Granddad  were  fishing. 
With  a  flick  of  the  wrist,  their  long  silver  line  danced  through  the  air  in  a  delicate  arch 
before  gently  dropping  in  the  water  with  a  plop.  I  saw  our  msty  red  canoe  batting  up 
against  the  dock  in  rhythm  with  each  wave.  The  world  around  me  became  a  colorful  blur  as 
my  swing  spun  faster  and  faster.  Getting  dizzy,  I  eased  down  from  the  tire  and  lay  in  a  pile 
of  wet  leaves. 

"The  water  changes  from  aqua  to  cyan  to  azure  to 

indigo.  Sunlight  smiles  on  the  bay,  dazzling  the 
waves  with  ephemeral  diamonds." 
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The  forest  around  me  smelled  fresh  and  full  of  life.  The  soggy  dirt  seeped 
through  my  jeans,  and  I  could  feel  the  muddy  dampness  on  my  legs.  A  tiny  ant  crawled 
over  my  hand  and  tickled  my  fingers.  All  I  could  hear  was  the  rhythmic  washing  of  the 
lake,  the  tuning  of  the  crickets,  and  rustling  of  the  leaves.  After  awhile,  the  aroma  of 
grilling  hot  dogs  wafted  my  way.  I  could  almost  taste  the  savory  meat  in  my  watering 
mouth.  Despite  my  hunger,  when  Dad  called  me  to  dinner.  I  did  not  come. 

No  niorepicti  ires,  no  people.  Ji  ist  let  me  stay  here  a  little  lo)  iger.  The  sun  sank  beneath  the 
horizon  sending  crimson  rays  dancing,  skating  over  the  lake.  As  the  day  came  to  a  close.  I 
breathed  a  sigh  of  contentment.  I  folded  my  arms  under  my  neck,  smiled  to  myself,  and 
took  it  all  in. 

The  motorcycle  rounds  the  corner,  and  we  are  met  by  a  line  of  approaching 
garbage  trucks.  As  the  coral-colored  monsters  get  closer,  I  feel  increasingly  uneasy.  Stay 
straight.  Keep  in  our  lane.  Each  roars  by  us  with  a  slap  of  wind  and  a  deafening  horn  blast. 
"What  am  I  doing?  What  is  everybody  honking  at?"  I  yell  back,  thoroughly  shaken  up. 

"They're  honking  because  your  panties  are  showing,"  Taylor  giggles  from  behind. 

Horrified,  I  look  down  at  my  sarong,  which  is  flapping  happily  around  my 
bellybutton.  There  is  no  way  I  am  lettinggo  of  this  bike  to  airange  my  skirt!  "I  can't  do  amtliing 
about  it  right  now.  Surely  they  know  it's  a  bathing  suit."  Taylor  shrugs. 

Just  then,  I  hear  a  noise  behind  us  of  such  feverish  intensity  that  it  can  only  be  the 
sound  of  maddened  hornets.  Taylor  digs  her  fingers  into  my  sides.  The  sound  mounts.  Stay 
straight.  Just  keep  control.  Suddenly  an  enormous  orange  tiling  whips  around  us  and  pulls  up 
on  our  side. 

"What  the  heck,"  Taylor  says,  amused  and  obviously  relieved. 

I  look  over.  Great.  It's  a  teenage  Benmidan  on  a  supped  up  moped.  I  am  painfully 
conscious  of  my  skirt,  which  is  still  waving  flirtatiously  about  in-mid  air.  Yeah,  I  bet  you  think 
this  is  ci  ite.  Well  I'm fiwyeais  older  thai  lyou! 

Taylor  is  delighted.  "Ashley,  it's  a  boy,  and  he's  looking  at  us!" 

"I  know,  Taylor.  Keep  still,"  I  say  staring  fixedly  at  the  road  ahead. 

The  boy  revs  his  engine,  gives  us  a  friendly  honk,  and  roars  away  in  a  cloud  of 
dust  Ihopeyoiininirtiomyjamilysomeiifoavuptbeiv. 

"It's  a  bathing  suit!"  Taylor  calls  after  him. 

I  shake  my  head  and  laugh  to  myself.  Is  this  my  little  sister?  I  have  hardly  seen  her 
since  I  went  to  school.  Preston  and  I  grew  up  together.  I  can't  remember  a  bit  of  my 
childhood  when  he  wasn't  mere.  We  were  usually  fighting  about  something  or  another,  but 
he  was  there.  Taylor  wasn't.  She  came  around  ten  years  too  late  for  that.  I  always  wanted 
her  to  be  a  bit  older,  calmer,  more  like  myself.  I  wanted  to  giggle  with  her.  to  share  secrets. 
We  never  did.  She  was  a  baby  and  I  was  fourteen,  years  beyond  dress  up.  We  just  couldn't 
identify  with  each  other.  For  some  reason,  I  look  down  at  our  feet.  It  is  plain  that  her  flip- 
flops  are  larger  than  mine.  Her  tanned  toes  are  painted  apple  red.  Her  legs  are  shaved.  She 
grew  up  while  I  wasn't  looking.  I  hardly  know  her  at  all  anymore. 

"No  more  pictures,  no  people.  Just  let  me 

stay  here  a  little  longer." 
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We  reach  the  crest  of  a  hill,  and,  to  my  horror,  I  see  that  we  are  quickly 
approaching  a  major  intersection.  Ittooktwentyfeetjbrustostcp  in  theparking  lot.  I  clinch  my 
teeth  and  pull  back  on  the  brake  handle  with  all  my  might.  The  bike  coasts  down  the  hill 
and  stops  comfortably  at  the  traffic  light.  Catching  my  breath,  I  study  the  surrounding 
traffic  and  assess  our  situation.  I  don't  ei  ei  iknow  if  I  'm  si  tpposed  to  turn  here. 

"How  do  we  know  if  we  aim  here?"  Taylor  asks.  Good  question. 

"We're  going  to  be  fine." 

"But  how  do  we  know?  We  could  get  lost  and  eaten  by  cannibals." 

I  look  at  the  Conoco  to  our  right,  the  Saint  George  Middle  School  on  our  left.  "I 
wouldn't  worry  about  cannibals,  Taylor." 

"What  if  we  get  eaten  by  sharks?" 

Well,  that's  more  likely  I  guess.  I  think  about  die  ocean,  hundreds  of  feet  below  the 
road.  I  tliink  about  the  waves  that  we  could  have  so  easily  been  thrown  into  by  Taylor's 
leaning  or  by  my  slightest  exaggeration  of  the  steering  wheel.  I  think  about  the  cliffs  and 
the  jagged  rocks  that  would  smash  our  skulls  before  we  even  got  our  hair  wet.  I  turn 
around  and  look  at  my  sister.  "I  wouldn't  worry  about  sharks  either." 

Beliind  her  head,  I  can  see  that  an  impressive  number  of  trucks  and  buses  have 
accumulated  beliind  us.  Not  one  foot  from  our  rear  wheel  sits  an  orange  eighteen  wheeler. 
The  truck's  grill  grins  ferociously  down  on  us  with  its  monstrous  teeth.  I  hope  that  I  can  get 
this  thii  ig  i  tp  to  speed  a)  id  throi  igh  the  light  Ixfore  u  eget  ninoier.  The  light  clianges,  and  I  pull  back 
on  the  clutch.  Like  a  cruel  trick  of  fate,  at  that  very  instant  our  motor  dies.  Behind  us, 
gears  grind  and  taicks  groan.  Stalled  buses  fill  the  air  thick  with  exhaust,  clogging  my 
throat  with  soot  and  making  my  head  swim  with  toxic  fumes. 

"Ashley,  I  think  the  motorcycle  has  turned  off,"  Taylor  yells  above  the  incessant 
honking  of  the  iiritated  traffic. 

"I  know"  I  shout  back,  furiously  cranking  the  ignition.  "What  do  I  do!"  I  look 
back  at  the  eighteen-wheeler,  which  has  inched  even  closer  to  our  tiny  bike. 

Tears  of  panic  pour  from  my  initated  eyes,  and  I  uncontrollably  gulp  mouthfuls 
of  diesel  exhaust. 

Taylor  calmly  reaches  over  me  and  pushes  a  small,  inconspicuous  button  on  the 
top  left-hand  corner  of  the  dashboard.  Instantly,  the  engine  comes  to  life.  Ever-so- 
carefully,  I  wobble  us  through  the  intersection  with  my  toes.  Safely  across,  we  pick  up 
speed  and  stability.  I  wipe  my  cheeks  with  my  sweaty  palm  and  steal  a  glance  at  Taylor. 
"How..." 

"I  read  something  about  it  in  a  manual  at  the  rental  shop,"  she  responds, 
shrugging  off  my  bewilderment.  "It's  called  a  kill  switch." 

No  matter  how  often  I  underestimate  her,  Taylor  has  never  ceased  to  impress  and 
amuse  me.  She  is  dangerously  impulsive,  fiercely  independent,  boisterous,  and,  like  Dad, 
unable  to  cope  with  solitude.  The  guidance  counselor  at  her  elementary  school  tells  Mom 
that  Taylor  is  the  most  social  child  he  has  ever  encountered.  The  man  is  67,  and  he  has 
probably  seen  over  5,000  children  pass  through  that  school.  She  is  quite  an  extreme  case.  I 
forget  how  hard  it  must  be  for  her  to  have  that  kind  of  personality  and  be  the  youngest  in 
the  family.  To  enviously  watch  others  do  tilings  that  she  is  not  able  to  do.  And,  when  she  is 
old  enough,  to  find  that  we  are  bored  with  it,  disinterested. 
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The  morning  that  we  took  Taylor  for  her  first  swimming  lesson,  I  awoke  with  her 
small  nose  only  inches  from  my  face.  It  was  6:30,  and  she  was  standing  by  my  bed  in  her 
bathing  suit.  I  sighed  and  rolled  over.  "When  do  I  put  on  sun  screen^"  she  asked  from 
behind  my  head. 

"Your  lesson  is  at  2:00,  Taylor.  This  afternoon,"  I  answered  into  the  pillow. 

Four  days  beforehand,  I  had  tripped  on  a  neon  orange  bag  that  lay  at  the  front 
door.  "What  in  the  world,"  I  said,  bending  down  to  look  inside  the  unfamiliar  article. 
There  were  Taylor's  sunglasses,  her  sunscreen,  towel,  floaties,  and  goggles.  She  waddled  in 
from  the  kitchen  and  caught  me  going  through  her  stuff.  "I  packed,"  she  said. 

That  afternoon,  as  Taylor  got  buckled  into  her  car  seat,  she  still  wouldn't  give  it  up. 
"When  do  I  put  on  sunscreen?"  she  asked. 

"We're  going  to  get  some  lunch  first,"  Grandma  answered. 

"Then  do  I  put  on  sunscreen?" 

"Yes,  after  you  eat." 

At  the  poolside  grill,  I  scarffed  down  my  hotdog  and  grabbed  some  crayons  and 
children's  menus  so  that  Preston  and  I  could  continue  our  tic-tac-toe  marathon  from  the 
previous  weekend.  Mom  and  Grandma  ate  leisurely,  consumed  in  a  particularly  animated 
conversation  about  Tylenol.  No  one  was  paying  attention  to  Taylor  when  she  reached 
across  her  highchair  and  grabbed  Mom's  sour  cream.  No  one  watched  as  she  pulled  off  her 
cover  up,  yanked  off  her  sandals,  and  began  lathering  the  white  goo  all  over  her  body.  We 
were  about  to  get  up  from  the  table,  when  Taylor  announced,  "I'm  read}."  For  maybe  the 
first  time  that  meal,  I  looked  at  her.  She  had  covered  herself  in  the  stuff-  her  face.  ears, 
toes,  and  legs  were  completely  white.  Two  ramekins  of  sour  cream  sat  empty  on  her  high 
chair  tray.  Preston  and  I  snickered.  Mom  gave  us  the  look. 

"Honey,  what  did  you  doT  she  asked. 

"I'm  ready  for  the  pool  now,"  she  answered  proudly.  "I've  got  my  lotion  on." 

Squinting,  I  strain  to  see  the  road  far  ahead  of  us.  About  two  miles  away,  the 
colorful  houses  seem  to  disappear.  That 's  odd.  In  the  distance,  the  street  looks  like  it  is  lined 
not  by  green  yards  but  by  blue. 

"Hey,  is  that  a  bridge?"  Taylor  shouts. 

I  look  again.  She  is  right-  there  is  a  faint  gray  line  extending  into  the  blue  abyss 
and  ending  God  knows  where.  Wereisnoimythatniyfciinily  crossed  1  he  it  bridge.  We'regi  ring  to 
getoi  wsek  es  hopeless/)  'lostai  icisti  tck  oi  i  a  distai  it  isku  id. 

"Yeah,  I  think  it  is." 

'This  is  the  way  that  they  came  isn't  it?"  Taylor  calls. 

The  truth  hurts,  and  it  would  be  so  easy  to  console  her.  But  she's  too  old  for 
blatant  sugar  coating.  "Honestly,  I  am  not  sure." 

For  maybe  a  mile,  we  ride  in  silence. 

"So  we  could  get  eaten  by  sharks." 

I  smile,  pat  her  ami.  "I  really  wouldn't  worry  about  sharks." 

That  resolved,  we  drive  into  the  blue  horizon  of  the  Atlantic  Ocean,  a  caravan  of 
twenty  public  service  vehicles  trailing  impatiently  behind  us. 
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"Mom  and  Grandma  ate  leisurely,  consumed 
in  a  particularly  animated  conversation  about 

Tylenol." 

It  is  not  until  we  are  actually  driving  over  the  bridge  that  I  fully  realize  the 
precariousness  of  this  narrow  strip  of  asphalt  suspended  some  twenty  feet  over  the  water. 
There  is  a  dotted  line  but  really  no  room  for  two  lanes  of  traffic.  There  is  no  possible  way 
that  two  trucks  could  possibly  drive  past  each  other  without  one  of  them  being  pushed  into 
the  turquoise  sea.  Good  thing  we're  only  two  feet  unde.  Still,  I  inch  the  bike  closer  to  die  middle 
of  the  road  and  away  from  the  guard  railing.  Unexpectedly,  the  bike  veers  over  into  die 
right  lane. 

"Do  you  know  there's  a  bunch  of  traffic  behind  us?"  Taylor  asks. 

Frantically  I  corcect  our  angle  and  calm  my  racing  heart. 

"I  am  serious  when  I  say  you  can't  turn  around!"  I  scream.  More  calmly,  "I  know 
that  there  is  traffic,  but  I  really  don't  want  to  go  any  faster  than  this."  Then,  out  of 
curiosity,  I  look  at  the  speedometer-  30  kilometers  per  hour.  The  last  sign  I  saw  said  the 
limit  was  50  km.  Suddenly,  diere  is  an  unmistakable  roar  behind  us.  I  look  in  die  rear  view 
mirror,  and  the  smiling  yellow  grill  is  not  there.  "Hold  on!"  I  ciy,  pulling  the  bike  over 
towards  die  railing  as  much  as  I  dare,  which  isn't  very  much. 

Slowly,  die  truck  appears  on  our  right  and  pushes  past  us,  its  engine  screaming 
widi  effort.  With  a  gust  of  howling  wind,  the  truck  slaps  us  even  closer  towards  the  water. 
The  force  knocks  the  air  out  of  my  lungs  like  a  jab  in  the  stomach.  One  after  die  next, 
tmcks,  buses,  and  motorcycles  pass  us,  each  forcing  us  a  bit  closer  towards  the  left.  As  the 
line  of  traffic  grows  in  front  of  us,  my  family  seems  farther  and  farther  away,  and  we  seem 
more  hopelessly  lost. 

"Keep  holding  on!"  I  yell.  By  die  time  we  reach  the  middle  of  die  bridge,  we  have 
been  buffeted  to  widiin  inches  of  die  railing,  but  I  can  finally  see  where  we  are  going.  To 
my  relief,  the  island  is  C-shaped.  We  are  not  crossing  to  another  island  but  merely  to  the 
other  side  of  Bermuda.  "We  are  almost  there,  Taylor,"  I  yell  over  die  cacophony  of  a 
passing  fire  engine. 

As  we  make  our  slow  approach  to  die  other  side  of  die  island,  it  becomes 
increasing  clear  that  we  are  entering  into  a  major  metropolitan  area.  "Don't  you  wish  one 
of  diose  was  our  boat?"  Taylor  asks,  pointing  to  three  cmise  ships  docked  in  a  row  along 
the  port  of  the  city. 

'Yeah,  it  sure  would  be  nice,"  I  say,  eyeing  diem  enviously. 

"'Welcome  to  Hamilton,'"  Taylor  reads  as  we  finally  reach  land.  "'The  New  York 
City  of  Bennuda.'  Sounds  fun." 

"Sounds  huge,"  I  say.  At  a  glance,  it  looks  probably  diree  times  as  large  as  our 
port  city  of  St.  George.   The  bridge  dumps  us  right  onto  what  has  to  be  Main  Street. 
Hundreds  and  hundreds  of  tourists  mill  in  and  out  of  die  multitude  of  theaters,  shops,  and 
restaurants  diat  line  the  street.  We  have  no  choice  but  to  join  the  slow  caravan  of  cars  trying 
to  maneuver  dieir  way  through  die  hubbub.  Buses  stop  frequendy  and  without  warning; 
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shoppers  wander  out  obliviously  into  the  road;  and  there  is  a  stop  sign  every  fifty  feet.  I 
propel  us  down  Main  Street  with  my  toes.  lean 't  take  this  traffic.  We  turn  onto  the  next  side 
street,  and  I  immediately  realize  my  mistake. 

We  are  staring  at  what  can  only  be  described  as  an  enormous,  circular  intersection. 
From  an  airplane,  I  imagine  it  would  look  something  like  a  wagon  wheel.  I  pull  up  to  the 
yellow  line  and  the  directions  GIVE  WAY  painted  on  the  asphalt.  I  stop  and  try  to  figure 
this  thing  out.  It  looks  like  nine  streets  come  together  right  here  to  form  a  three-lane  ring 
around  a  memorial  of  some  sort.  Cars  merge  into  the  circle  from  all  directions,  make  a  few- 
laps  around  the  monument,  and  then  split  off  down  different  streets.  Maybe  I  could  just  turn 
around  and  get  back  in  the  traffic  jam.  That  possibility  quickly  vanishes  as  a  truck  pulls  behind 
us.  I  take  a  deep  breath  and  wipe  beads  of  sweat  from  my  forehead.  There  is  nothing  else 
to  do-  we  pull  out  into  the  ring  of  traffic.  We  go  around  the  circle  maybe  three  times.  This 
is  the  most  pointless  thing  I  have  ever  seen.  "I  don't  know  where  to  get  off!"  I  shout  behind  me. 

"How  about  there!"  Taylor  calls  back,  pointing  to  a  decent-looking  exit  road 
ahead  of  us. 

"It's  as  good  as  anything,"  I  reply,  pulling  off.  "I  was  tired  of  making  circles,"  I 
say,  rather  proud  of  our  apparent  mastery  over  the  needlessly  complicated  intersection. 
Not  thirty  feet  directly  in  front  of  us  is  a  rapidly  approaching  garbage  tiiick.  I  turned  into  the 
right  lane!  Taylor's  shrill  screams  of  terror  jolt  my  brain  out  of  its  stupor.  I  pull  desperately 
back  on  the  brake.  I  yank  the  bike  to  the  left,  overcorrecting  it.  We  race  across  the  lane  of 
traffic  and  hit  the  curb  dead  on.  The  bike  flies  into  the  air,  and  my  butt  rises  a  grand  five 
inches  off  the  seat.  We  slam  down  onto  the  sidewalk  with  teeth-knocking,  tailbone-bmising 
force.  We  roar  down  the  sidewalk,  still  dangerously  out  of  control.  Somehow  I  manage  to 
use  my  legs  to  steer  the  bike  around  a  rather  large  wooden  sign  and  pull  us  to  a  stop  in  a 
flowerbed.  For  several  minutes,  we  sit  in  silence.  My  heart  is  racing  in  my  throat.  My  brain 
is  too  shocked  to  tell  my  muscles  to  move,  to  stunned  to  formulate  thought.  I  look  up  at 
the  sign  that  nearly  decapitated  us:  "Hamilton  Public  Beach."  Well  that 's  nice. 

Suddenly  the  reality  of  our  situation  hits  me  full  force:  I  nearly  killed  us.  We  have 
no  money,  no  food,  no  map,  no  identification  cards,  no  water.  Not  only  are  we  lost,  I  don't 
even  know  what  the  destination  is.  We  are  two  young  girls,  alone  in  a  foreign  country,  on  a 
motorcycle,  sitting  in  the  middle  of  an  azalea  bush. 

I  turn  around  and  look  at  my  sister.  Her  face  is  hidden  underneath  her  helmet, 
which  has  slipped  down  over  her  eyes.  Her  chin  is  bent  to  her  chest,  and  her  shoulders  are 
shaking  uncontrollably.  I  want  to  hold  her.  "Oh,  Tay."  Instinctively,  I  wrap  my  amis  around 
her,  pulling  her  to  me.  I  rock  her  back  and  forth.  "We're  okay  now."  At  that,  her  silent 
shaking  enipts  into  unabashed  laughter.  I  can't  help  it.  I  laugh,  too,  rich,  renewing  laughter 
that  bubbles  up  from  deep  within  me.  We  stay  like  that,  holding  each  other  and  laughing, 
until  our  stomachs  cramp,  and  we  have  to  stop  to  catch  our  breath. 

"I'm  thirsty,"  she  says,  still  giggling. 

"We  slam  down  onto  the  sidewalk  with 
teeth-knocking,  tailbone-bruising  force." 
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"Me,  too.  There's  a  bathroom  over  there,"  I  say,  pointing  towards  the  beach.  "I 
think  I  see  a  water  fountain."  We  dismount  the  bike  and  let  it  fall  into  the  monkey  grass. 
Gulping  die  sweet  coolness  of  the  fountain,  we  let  the  water  fill  our  parched  mouths  and 
drip  happily  down  our  chins.  Refreshed,  we  find  a  spot  on  the  beach  and  lay  down, 
exhausted. 

"We're  not  going  to  find  them,  are  we?"  Taylor  asks. 

"No,"  I  answer.  "We're  probably  just  going  to  have  to  meet  them  back  at  the 
ship." 

"Do  you  know  how  to  get  there?" 

"Well,  no.  I'm  going  to  ask  for  directions." 

"Mom's  going  to  be  worried  isn't  she?" 

"Yeah  probably,"  I  say,  looking  at  the  palm  trees  waving  lazily  in  the  breeze.  "But 
she  trusts  us.  She  knows  we'll  be  okay." 

"Dad's  not  going  to  get  our  picture  at  that  beach,"  she  says. 

"I'm  sure  he'll  be  putting  us  on  a  bus  and  getting  it  tomorrow." 

Taylor  considers  this.  "No,  he'll  probably  want  us  to  kayak  mere,"  she  decides. 

I  smile  and  shake  my  head.  "Yeah,  you're  probably  right." 

Taylor  sits  up.  She  tosses  her  chestnut  hair  over  her  shoulder,  cocks  her  head,  and 
flashes  me  a  winning  smile.  "Besides,  my  dear,  kayaking  is  the  way  to  travel." 

I  laugh.  "You're  too  much." 

The  ocean  laps  at  the  beach  in  soothing  rhythm.  Gulls  circle  overhead,  squawking 
to  each  other  and  skimming  the  water  for  dinner.  The  pink  sand  clings  to  my  wet  skin, 
molding  to  my  tired  body.  I  close  my  eyes  with  delight.  Ji  ist  let  i  is  stay  <  he)  v  a  bit  lot  iger. 

"I  had  fun  with  you  today,"  Taylor  says. 

I  prop  on  an  elbow  and  look  at  her.  "Me,  too,  Girl.  Hey,  you  wrant  to  go  for  a 
swim  before  we  head  back?"  We  peel  off  our  sticky  clothes  and  run  to  the  water.  The  cool 
waves  lick  at  our  painted  toes-  my  peach  ones,  my  sister's  red.  I  take  her  hand,  and  together 
we  wade  out  into  the  surf-  right  into  the  setting  Bermuda  sun. 
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Heart  Problem,  Ian  Mayer 


Kathryn  Campbell 
WINTER  AT  RIEVALUX 


Cold  and  bitter  mornings  when  the  ink  freezes, 
I  find  the  wooden  cross  dangles  heaviest. 

Stained  black  and  calloused 

from  countless  copies  of  script, 

my  hands  have  aimed  cracked  and  numb  from  the  frost. 

Will  tonight's  raw  blizzard  end  mv  icy  work? 


Winter  seeks  to  steal  faith, 

and  so  I  pray  for  strength. 

yet  ponder  my  purpose  in  this  thatched  hovel. 

Buried  shame  swells,  but  my  sell-penitence  must  wait: 

Bells  clang, 

calling  my  Cistercian  brethren  to  Mass. 

Donning  my  tattered  grey  robe. 

I  venture  out  into  the  open  air. 

Tears  solidify  in  my  beard. 
Mists  linger  across  the  grounds; 
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I  nod  my  gratitude 

to  nature  for  hiding  my  humiliation. 

Hoaiy  pasture  rests  in  my  path, 

treacherous  for  trundling  legs 

and  rattling  lungs. 

Frigid  wind  drives  into  these  aching  joints; 

A  breeze  so  cutting 

it  causes  an  old  man  to  entertain  notions  of  death. 

Surviving  the  paddock, 

I  reach  paths  where  sheep  are  herded  in  spring. 

Jasmine  thoughts  of  youth  return  and 

my  weary  eyes  blur. 

The  braying  Yorkshire  sound  of  sheep  shearing 

fills  my  memory. 

I  anived  an  exuberant  young  scholar, 
keenly  forsaking  simple  pleasures: 
Toil  and  rigid  study  grew  to  be  my  Eden. 
Labour  became  my  leisure. 


Now  my  life  dribbles  more  each  day 
wearied  by  the  yoke  of  stmggle. 
As  I  shuffle  through  the  lonely  stone  columns, 
die  bells  peal  clearer-  hope  still  echoes. 

Cracked  steps  unify 

my  wrinkled  skin  to  the  unfortunate  edifice. 
On  occasion  I  feel  we  are  one  in  age 
and  failing  spirit. 

I  hastily  stop  and  take  a  deep  bream,  emptying  my  treachery 
before  I  dare  cross  the  holy  threshold. 

Inside  the  plain  cathedral,  I  am  wrapped  in  a  mantle  of  mercy; 
A  blaze  ignites  my  soul. 

Compassionate,  crimson  stained  amis  extend  towards  me. 

As  I  clasp  my  hands  in  thanks, 

the  furrows  disappear, 

and  my  knuckles  of  ice  vanish. 

Wanned  by  droning  harmonies, 
my  heart  mounts  on  smooth  garnet. 
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Webb  Lyons 

CAMERA  FLASH 

Half  past  noon,  the  Riffled  British  voice 
From  the  black  safari  radio  tells  us  to  look  left. 
Thirty  feet  away,  seven  young  elephants 
Feast  on  wild  silver  oaks  and  dying  shrubs  as 
The  matriarch  protests  our  infringement, 
Her  head  tilted  like  an  overstocked  shelf 
Twelve  feet  tall  and  ready  to  fall. 

Curled,  soil-gray,  your  four  hundred  pound  trunk 

Rings  through  the  savanna 

As  it  did  when  ivory  traders  sliced  your  tusks, 

Cut  your  skull,  butchered 

Those  graceful  pearls  into  consumer  jewels. 

Let  your  tmnk  suck  water  from  a  nearby  stream 

To  wash  down  your  thirsty  throat; 

I  have  no  profit  to  make, 

I  hold  no  knife. 

Thin  skin  attached  to  caitaliginous  sheets, 

Your  overgrown  ears  stand  outstretched 

As  they  were  before  Orwell  shot  you, 

An  uncomfortable  symmetry  of  frightened  muscles 

Fearing  the  foreign  bullet. 

Let  your  ears  flap  like  a  helpless  flag 

Flown  in  a  half-mass  thunderstonn 

To  cool  hot,  heart-bound  blood; 

I  have  no  Burmese  to  appease, 

I  hold  no  rifle. 

You  blink  your  un-disillusioned  eyes, 

Swat  flies  away  from  warty  ridged  skin 

And  follow  our  tour  guide's  call 

Out  of  the  shadow  of  the  paperbark  thorn  tree 

Into  the  exposed  African  sun. 

With  both  hands  I  steady  my  camera 

Focus  on  my  target,  shoot  the  picture; 

A  perfect  memory  without  the  flash. 

I  place  my  self-serving  weapon  in  my  pocket. 
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Mydogneedsneiveais.  Make  bis  eyes  weefoneier.  Make  him  Hie  like  me,  againand 
again . ,  Iindsey  Cochrane  5  5 
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Untitled  Moriah  Osbom 


Patrick  Cashio 

THE  MAYOR 

Miguel  San  Fernando  spun  slowly  grief-stricken,  looking  upon  the 
crowd  of  ravenous  peasants  and  ornately-adorned  nobles  cheering  on  the 
execution.  Faces  blurred  through  his  vision,  gently  reality  diffused.  He 
spotted  the  weeping,  morose  face  of  his  mother.  Miguel  San  Fernando's 
death  would  have  been  unquantifiably  less  painless  if  he  had  never  seen  her 
blood-red,  waterfall  eyes. 

His  spinning  slowed  down.  The  rope  stopped  and  he  looked  into  the 
godless  eyes  of  the  mayor.  The  mayor  saw  a  criminal.  Miguel  saw  a 
murderer.  An  understanding  of  life  had  taken  its  tragic  hold  on  both  men's 
lives.  The  mayor  shuddered  for  a  moment  as  a  feeling  of  regret  washed 

"The  mayor  saw  a  criminal.  Miguel  saw  a 

murderer." 

through  him.  Miguel  San  Fernando  noticed  and  knew  that  he  had  just  taught 
the  most  stubborn  of  men  a  lesson  he  would  never  learn.  The  noose 
cinched  tighter  and  spun  the  other  direction  and  the  two  men's  hatred 
seethed  as  their  eyes  locked  with  each  rotation. 

The  light  of  the  world  darkened  and  Miguel  San  Fernando's  body 
numbed.  His  body  kicked  and  brayed  primally,  and  a  geyser  of  foam  and 
spittle  empted  out  of  his  mouth,  rolled  down  his  blush  cheeks  and  collapsing 
neck  onto  the  constricting  pythonic  rope.  The  crowd  hungered  manically 
like  gnashing  alligators  and  the  drunks  spouted  ale  like  surfacing  whales  and 
clashed  their  mugs  together.  The  village  spent  the  rest  of  the  Festival  of 
Apples  drowning  in  the  harvest  cider. 

The  mayor  returned  to  his  bedroom  with  the  weight  of  a  man's  life 

on  his  shoulders.  He  looked  out  his  window  withdrawn  from  the  inebriated 

population  below  in  the  square.  A  man,  a  friend,  had  unjustly  died  before 

their  eyes  and  instead  of  protesting  they  drank.  Miguel  San  Fernando  had 

been  an  outspoken  villager  to  the  mayors  tyranny  and  heartless 

condemnation  of  the  slightest  transgression.  And  the  mayor,  through  that 

cathartic  gaze,  understood  what  Miguel  was  saying  all  along.  Appalled  with 

himself  he  reached  for  his  revolver.  He  made  a  slow  penitent  sign  of  the 

cross.  With  a  deliberate  and  desperate  prayer  he  sought  an  undeserved 

salvation. 
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Ben  Marsh 

THAT  EVENING'S  BREEZE 

Betrayed  by  things  once  thought  to  be  truths. 

Beliefs,  dreams,  and  flattering  words. 

All  lost  meaning  in  one  evenings  breeze. 

He  still  remembers  the  pains, 

of  forced  sighs, 

birthed  by  strategically  placed  lies. 

Heart  wrenching  lies 

that  reveal  unwanted  truths 

of  unwanted  sighs 

birthed  by  false  words 

that  were  meant  to  protect  him  from  pain. 

All  came  to  furision  in  one  evening's  breeze. 

Secrets  were  held  within  that  breeze. 
For  it  had  already  witnessed  all  lies, 
and  already  noticed  all  pains. 
If  only  it  could  have  spoken  words. 
It  could  have  revealed  all  truths, 
preventing  undesirable  sighs. 

Inevitable  sighs. 

Due  to  the  fault  of  the  speechless  breeze. 

Due  to  its  lack  of  revealing  words. 

Irreplaceable  lies, 

replaced  irreplaceable  truths 

that  would  create  grave  pains. 

Truth  without  falsehoods  would  have  stopped  the  creation  of  other  pains, 

which  could  have  lessen  the  sighs, 

leaving  tears  only  for  the  unwanted  truths 

that  conspired  in  one  evening's  breeze. 

Devastating  lies. 

In  the  form  of  flattering  words. 
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Well-spoken  words 

that  were  professionals  at  inflicting  pains. 

Especially  when  briefed  as  lies. 

Such  brings  cheek  destined  sighs 

that  float  in  the  mind's  breeze, 

searching  for  tmths. 

They  go  randomly  about,  those  sighs. 

Amongst  the  breeze, 

searching  for  unwanted  truths. 

That  should  have  been  put  to  words, 
and  used  to  lessen  pains, 
augmented  by  beautiful  lies. 


Tnicker,  Blake  Button 
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Lux  bet/a,  Lauren  Wiersma 
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Ben  Pendergrass 

CHOREOGRAPHED  IN  MOONLIGHT 

"The  hippopotamus  is  considered  the  most  territorial  animal." 

Reclining  in  my  leather  chair, 

I  watch  shadowy  creatures 

trample  an  unknown  marsh, 

bloated  ballerinas, 

squeezing 

into  my  18  inch  television  screen 

at  1800-2500  pounds  apiece. 

Forty  or  more  toothy  giants 

bathe  in  die  swamp, 

reviving  mud  from  the  slimy  floor, 

clambering  back  up  the  synipy  trench — 

the  path  dug  by  hundreds 

of  die  water  horses'  boots. 

They  slip  like  huge  clumsy  children 

on  mother's  waxed  linoleum, 

each  set  of  giant  pupils  eyeing  one  anodier. 

I  sip  my  sweet  tea  and  glance  at  Melissa 

and  her  carrot-headed  boyfriend, 

who  seeing  my  gaze 

squeezes  her  a  little  tighter 

and  suggests  we  change  die  channel. 

But  it  is  my  television,  my  remote, 

so  die  hippos  continue, 

now  munching  mouthfuls  of  tender  leaves, 

dribbling  green  winy  juices 

that  stain  die  African  soil. 

Every  hoof 

searching  for  die  same  meal. 

Hungry  as  a  hippo, 

I  look  at  Melissa 

and  dream  of  trampling  her  boyfriend, 

chewing  his  red  hair. 

While  her  desperate  screams  pour  diroughout  die  room 

in  swirls  of  deep  blue  and  muddy  brown, 

I  pin  her  to  the  floor  widi  my  hooves, 

our  pink  sweats  colliding, 

stretching  my  massive  jaws 

to  swallow  her  whole. 
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Lennie  Shewmaker 


MEMORIAL 


Sitting  at  his  desk,  pants  securely  on,  Nick  leaned  back  in 
the  soft  leather  office  chair  with  his  fingers  laced  behind  his  head 
and  looked  out  his  new  office  window.  From  the  seventh  floor 
he  could  observe  the  Regan  national  airport's  constant  traffic,  the 
flashing  red  light  atop  the  Washington  monument  and  the 
clusters  of  tin  soldier-sized  people  roaming  through  the  World 
War  II  memorial  across  the  spacious  green  of  the  Ellipse.  The 
heavy  oak  and  glass  door  swung,  singing  on  its  hinges  and  Nick 
turned  his  swivel  chair  to  face  it.  Standing  in  the  doorway  to  his 
office  was  a  tailored  navy  suit  with  a  less  noticeable  man  inside  it. 
Face  the  computer,  pretend  to  type.  Nick  thought  to  himself  as  he 
lowered  his  hands  to  the  keyboard. 

"Good  afternoon,  Nick.  I'm  Steve  Landon,  welcome  to  the 
firm." 

"Thank  you,  sir.  I'm  glad  to  be  here." 
"And  we're  glad  to  have  you.  So,  you  glad  to  be  done  with 
law  school?" 

"Yes  sir,  it  was  a  lot  of  work." 
"How  long  have  you  been  out?" 
"Finished  up  officially  a  little  less  than  a  month  ago  and 
moved  here  last  week." 

"Well,  best  of  luck  to  you.  I  am  sure  that  I'll  see  you 
around.  If  you  need  anything  I  am  in  the  company  directory." 

"Thank  you  Mr.  Landon.  I'll  keep  that  in  mind." 
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Misterio,  Lauren  Wiersma 
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Nick  glanced  at  his  watch  as  Lanclon  shut  the  door  behind  him  -  8:48.  The 
computer  imitated  the  sound  of  two  knocks  which  meant  someone  on  Nick's  Instant 
Message  buddy  list  had  just  signed  on.  He  glanced  at  the  name  in  bold  and  was 
disappointed  as  usual.  He  was  sad  that  it  had  come  to  this,  twinges  of  hope  each  time  he 
heard  that  automated  knocking.  This  city  had  meant  the  world  to  her. 

I  wonder  if  Lynn  came  back.  He  stood  and  slid  his  hands  into  his  pants  pockets 
before  stepping  to  the  window  and  staring  down  at  the  busy  street.  Looking  for  her  was 
useless,  he  knew  that,  but  he  could  not  make  himself  stop.  Each  time  he  crossed  the  street 
in  die  morning  or  scanned  a  crowded  bar  on  M  street,  he  hoped  he  would  spot  her.  She 
would  be  twenty-four  now,  and  if  Lynn  had  achieved  what  she  set  out  to,  and  he  was  sure 
she  had,  then  she  was  down  there  roaming  the  streets  of  the  city  she  had  fallen  in  love  with 
three  summers  ago.  The  same  summer  Nick  fell  for  her. 

He  leaned  a  shoulder  against  the  thick  glass.  It  was  warm  with  the  summer  sun. 
Nick  stared  out  over  the  geometry  of  Washington's  many  monuments.  His  eyes  skimmed 
the  Ellipse,  over  the  Mall  and  a  little  West  of  the  Capitol,  and  there  it  was  -  Union  Station. 
The  gold  dome  reflected  the  morning  light  and  absorbed  Nick  into  the  world  he  and  Lynn 
had  inhabited  together  years  ago. 

It  had  been  a  slow  day  in  the  office  the  first  time  Nick  remembered  noticing  her. 
His  pants  were  folded  over  a  hanger  on  the  brass  hook  concealed  by  the  fogged-glass  door. 
It  was  the  third  day  in  a  row  that  Nick  had  spent  pantsless,  and  he  loved  it.  Not  only  was  it 
more  comfortable,  but  he  had  figured  that  in  the  long  run  he  would  save  on  diy  cleaning. 
All  the  asphalt  and  extended  work  days  in  Washington  D.C.  make  July  an  uncomfortable 
month  in  long  pants,  and  the  human  ass  sweats  more  than  most  other  parts  of  the  bod}'. 
Plus,  he  reasoned,  taking  his  slacks  off  and  folding  them  would  keep  the  creases  neat.  If 
the  only  times  of  day  you  really  see  anyone  are  when  you  get  to  work  in  the  mornings,  at 
lunch,  and  when  you  leave,  then  why  bother  with  pants?  Even  if  someone  came  into  his 
office,  logic  told  Nick  that  the  visitor  would  only  see  him  from  the  waist  up.  Before  he 
went  back  for  his  second  year  at  Columbia  Law,  Nick  was  detemiined  to  try  and  make  it  a 
whole  day  in  his  boxers;  leave  a  couple  of  warm  imprints  on  the  firm's  leather.  They  would 
never  notice.  The  senior  partners  in  the  firm  were  far  too  busy  kissing  his  ass  in  hopes  that 
a  "young  gun"  would  take  over  the  bloodsucking  when  they  retired  and  the  current 
bloodsuckers  became  partners.  (No,  Nick  didn't  like  lawyers  and  yes,  he  was  going  to  be 
one.  Better  to  prey  than  to  be  preyed  upon,  rightf)  They  had  even  stenciled  his  name  on 
the  door:  "M.  Nicholas  Ludlow."  He  wished  they  would  erase  the  "M,"  though.  Nick  had 
yet  to  forgive  the  passing  on  of  the  Merkel  family  name. 

Nick  remembered  first  noticing  Lynn  on  the  elevator-He  couldn't  recall  having 
seen  her  before-and  she  asked,  'What's  the  'M'  for?"  without  even  bothering  to  look  over  at 
him.  She  just  stood,  facing  the  closed  elevator  doors. 

'What?"  he  asked. 

"The  'M'  on  your  door,  what's  it  stand  for?" 

"Oh,  Merkel." 

Damnit.  He  thought.  Might  as  well have  written Jag  on  myjbivbead.  Don't 
panic, you  can still 'saiethis. 

"Everyone  calls  me  Nick." 
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"The  gold  dome  reflected  the  morning  light  and 

absorbed  Nick  into  the  world  he  and  Lynn  had 
inhabited  together  years  ago." 

That  a  boy.  No  big  deal. 

"It's  nice  to  meet  you,  Merkel.  I'm  Lynn." 

"It's  Nick." 

"Sure  thing." 

Then  the  elevators  door  opened  and  she  walked  away.  Nick  stood  alone  looking  at 
his  reflection  in  the  metallic  doors  as  they  closed  behind  her  wondering  what  the  fuck  had 
just  happened.  He  knew  that  she  must  have  visited  the  floor  more  than  once  to  have 
known  that  he  was  "M.  Nicholas  Ludlow,"  but  why  hadn't  he  seen  her? 

Nick's  recollection  reminded  him  that  it  had  been  Lynn  who  had  introduced 
herself  to  the  crowd  on  the  roof  of  the  building  two  nights  before.  With  a  cold  Heineken 
in  one  hand  he  had  been  completely  absorbed  in  defending  his  beloved  Red  Sox  to  a  crowd 
of  future  politicians  and  sports  enthusiasts. 

Does  it  really  matterihat  my  mother  named  meMerkelP  Nick  asked  himself  as  he 
entered  his  office  after  the  elevator  encounter.  If  it  does  then  Lynn  is  shallow  and  I  don 't  want 
Whoa,  whoaslowdown.  Yondonleienknoivthisgirl.  Yon  just  met  ha: 

Nick  looked  at  the  clock  on  his  computer.  Almost  five,  time  to  pants  backup.  He 
stood  to  retrieve  his  pants  when  there  a  knock  on  the  door  froze  him  mid-step.  It 
immediately  swung  open  and  there  she  was. 

"Hey,  Merkel." 

"Hey.  Lynn,  right?" 

Stay  calm.  He  wasn't  sure  whether  or  not  he  had  made  it  back  into  his  chair  before 
she  noticed  that  he  was  currently  without  pants. 

"Yeah.  Are  you  going  to  the  Softball  game?" 

Shedidn  l  notice  the  lack  of  pants. 

"What?"  He  thought  about  it  for  a  second,  and  remembered  something  about  a 
firm  softball  game  on  the  Ellipse  that  night. 

"Yeah,  wouldn't  miss  it." 


"I  was  just  asking  'Cause  I  don't  know  how  to  get  there." 

She  was  Southern.  The  way  she  said  "cause."  It  tasted  good  just  to  hear  her  talk. 

"Oh,  it's  easy.  I'll  show  you,"  Nick  said,  noticing  the  tan  of  her  legs  beneath  the 
tight  hem  of  her  black  pencil  skirt. 

"Thanks.  I'll  be  in  the  foyer  once  you. . .  finish  up." 

A  sly  smirk  turned  up  the  edges  of  her  glossed  lips.  She  turned  towards  the  door, 
reached  behind  it  and  handed  him  the  hanger  over  which  his  pants  were  folded.  He 
reached  over  his  desk,  tipping  over  a  Columbia  Law  mug  filled  with  pens,  to  claim  them. 
Her  hips  swung  with  her  hair  as  she  shut  the  door  behind  her. 

Yipjamdefinitelygoingtogoawboledayiiakedbefowtbissiunmei'isoie): 
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Nick  let  out  a  short  laugh  at  the  memory  of  his  own  awkwardness.  That  was  the 
fust  of  many  times  she  caught  me  off  guard.  He  pulled  his  baking  shoulder  away  from  the 
window  and  forced  himself  back  into  the  leather  office  chair.  It  was  his  first  day  on  the  job 
and  he  was  told  he  would  not  receive  an  assignment  until  that  afternoon  so  he  could  get 
"settled  in."  Consequently,  he  cruised  the  firm's  homepage  and  noticed  a  fast  moving 
banner  of  announcements  at  the  top.  "Botts,  Miller  &  Belser  would  like  to  welcome  this 
summer's  interns  and  our  newest  Associate  Mr.  Nick  Ludlow.  We  hope  everyone  will  join 
us  tomorrow  morning  for  a  breakfast  to  welcome  them  all  to  the  firm."  Ah,  firm  breakfasts. 
He  thought,  croissants,  coffee  and  feigned interest in  siperfkialconversatioris.  Nick  had  done  enough 
internships  and  summer  associate  positions  to  know  about  these  events,  but  now  he  would 
attend  as  an  associate  lawyer.  Tomorrow  morning  at  some  ungodly  hour  an  intern  would 
be  furiously  at  work  in  one  of  the  grey  carpeted  conference  rooms  setting  out  bagels, 
pastries,  fruit,  coffee  and  juice.  He  smiled,  remembering  Lynn's  disdain  for  such  tasks.  He 
resigned  himself  to  a  morning  of  reflection  -  u  >hat  better  u  ay  to  settle  in  is  there? 

Seven  in  the  morning  found  Lynn  setting-up  for  a  nine  o'clock  breakfast  in  the 
Potomac  Conference  Room  a  mere  three  days  after  the  softball  game  to  which  Nick  had 
escorted  her.  She  finished  setting  up  thirty  minutes  before  the  partners  were  scheduled  to 
eat  and  returned  to  her  office  to  kill  the  time. 
Nick-Itiimierysueetofthefinntoschediileab'eakfasttouekoimmintmte 
associates,  don  tyouthink?  Tloough,  Iuoukljeelmowappjeciatediftihadiiotbeeiimyjobtosetiipfor 
myown  uelcomepany.  ThesoftbaUgametheothei')iightuasalotoffiinandIam  leally glad  that  we 
takethesametrain-themetrvatmUnightdoesiitseeinlikeaplaceIiioi(ldua)ittobealo)ie.  Ok  time 
togobeuelcomed-seeyou  there? 

As  Lynn  stood  in  the  foyer  of  the  building  being  welcomed  by  partners  and 
associates  alike,  Nick  sat  in  his  lounging  office  chair  staring  at  her  name  on  his  list  of  new 
mail. 

Shit.  1 'totally forgot that was today. 

1 'totally forgot that that breakfast  nonsense  was today  Iuoiddhaieloiedtohaiebeentl^eiv-I 
aluuyssi  tppoiithesharing  ofjbod. 

Lynn  replied  that  she  was  disappointed  in  his  failure  to  appear  and  reminded  him 
that  he  had  told  her  he  would  attend  the  function  during  conversation  three  nights  before. 

The roaa 'to 'hell 'uuspaied 'with gooa 'intentions 

Good  job.  Pe)  vsii  e  bi  it ;  totoi  ei  'the  top. 

Their  emailing  continued  throughout  the  week.  Nick  learned  that  Lynn  was  in 
D.C.  as  a  University  of  Georgia  intern.  She  stood  a  worthy  test  for  his  knowledge  of 
literary  quotations  and  fancy  vocabulary.  Two  days  later,  during  one  particularly  slow 
workday,  Lynn  insisted  mat  Nick  reply  to  her  emails  more  promptly. 

Don  tbetooeagei:  Make  her sueat a little. 

Sony  Lynn,  lam  busy  all  day.  Ifyou  'resobored,  tellmeastoiy. . .? 
She  claimed  to  not  be  able  to  think  of  one. 

Then  tell me)ours. 

Wellplayed. 
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Nick  reflected  on  the  three  business  days  that  were  consumed  by  her  fractions  of 
biography,  typed  and  sent  between  menial  office  tasks.  He  had  paused  his  research  each 
time  his  inbox  flashed  her  name  until  she  completed  the  description  of  herself,  cross- 
legged  in  the  office  that  had  been  two  stories  below  his.  Most  of  all  he  remembered  the 
last  three  words  of  that  email  - 

It'syuiirtimi 

Even  three  years  after  the  fact  Nick  was  amazed  at  how  thoroughly  he  had 
recounted  his  life  for  her.  He  even  included  his  embarrassing  request  to  his  father  for 
Rainbow  Brite  sheets  when  he  was  five.  He  had  admitted  to  her  alone  that  in  elementary 
school  he  was  too  dorky  to  fit  in  with  the  kids  in  his  neighborhood  and  that  he  was  the 
subject  of  a  great  many  practical  jokes.  He  did  not  hesitate  to  tell  her  about  the  morning 
that  he  was  waiting  on  the  bus  and  got  ambushed  by  a  bunch  of  neighborhood  kids  who 
threw  rocks  at  him  for  ten  minutes  straight.  He  had  concluded  his  story  by  saying- 

Atoriepointlfatiinbedsobkririgaiidsiwretobeearieapytf 
chikirenofpro-athleteshai^etobecool  don't  they? 

1 was  so  proud  of  my  wit.  His  cheeks  filled  with  color  as  he  remembered  discovering 
a  copy  of  Rainbow  Brite's  emblem  taped  to  his  desk  on  a  particularly  dark  Monday 
morning.  Lynn  had  been  so  eager  to  be  close  to  him.  Why  was  I  such  an  idiot?  Nick  knew 
that  had  it  not  been  for  Lynn,  he  would  barely  know  this  city  which  he  had  now  made  liis 
home. 

Sometimes  Nick  would  pass  Lynn  in  the  foyer  at  lunch  and  be  haunted  by  her  dark 
hair  grazing  the  back  of  a  crisp  polo  shirt  that  loosely  clenched  her  nanow  waist  for  the 
remainder  of  the  afternoon.  With  any  other  equivalent  crush  he  would  have  invited  them 
out  for  drinks  but  Nick  knew,  even  then,  that  such  a  relationship  would  have  had  the 
potential  to  taint  his  resume. 

TJje  lastthit  igli  leed  isapi'estigioi  is  fin  non  the  rest  imeu  nth ;  lathi)  ig  to  say  ]ahoi  it ; ;  le  except  ai  i 
affair with  a  20year old  intern.  But  uhat  an  affair  it  d  be...  otherhead.  Nick  think  uith  the  othei- 


One  night,  after  another  finn  league  softball  game,  Lynn  challenged  her  fellow 
interns  to  stay  with  her  until  each  beer  in  the  line  of  coolers  was  consumed.  Nick  felt  a 
twinge  of  nostalgia  for  his  days  at  the  University  of  Michigan.  He  stayed  to  complete  the 
task  with  them  and  chatted  up  Will,  an  intern  from  Florida,  as  Lynn  talked  to  Jenny,  a 
summer  associate  who  worked  alongside  Nick.  Eventually  the  two  conversations  merged  as 
Nick's  memories  of  the  JUMBO  house  captivated  his  audience. 

"You  all  won't  even  believe  the  shit  we  did  -  dmnken  bb  gun  relay  races,  pitcher 
drinking  competitions  the  night  before  exams,  thousands  of  people  in  our  tiny  brown  house 
which  resulted  in  multiple  noise  violations,  my  housemates  and  I  screaming  the  lyrics  to 
OAR's  "Crazy  game  of  poker"  from  our  rooftop  at  5  am.  We  grew  marijuana  in  our  attic 
and  T  fucking  forgot  to  water  it  over  spring  break.  One  night,  my  friend  Abe  drove  dmnk 
across  campus  -  literally  off  die  road,  across  the  grass  and  around  a  statue.  We  used  a 
potato  gun  to  shoot  wads  of  newspaper  down  the  block,  took  random  trips  from  Ann 
Arbor  to  Canada  or  Soaring  Eagle  to  play  poker.  I  got  pulled  over  after  one  of  those  trips 
on  a  Detroit  highway  for  going  85  while  drinking.  Our  house's  infamous  title  came  from  one 
of  my  friend  Abe's  crazy  plans;  he  always  had  a  plan.  He  barged  in  on  us  at  4  am  with  a 
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plan  to  steal  a  25  ft  long,  5  ft  tall  fluorescent-lit  highway  sign  that  read  "JUMBO"  and  put  it 
in  T's  room  because  T  was  fat.  We  got  that  damn  200  lb  sign  out  of  the  dumpster  and  into 
the  house,  but  it  wouldn't  fit  in  T's  room,  so  we  hung  it  off  the  roof.  It  presided  over  each 
raging  party  to  follow;  made  us  legends  on  Michigan's  campus."  He  lifted  his  Heineken  to 
his  lips  and  swallowed  the  last  of  it.  "Eventually,  our  landlord  forced  us  to  take  it  down 
because  his  insurance  company  revoked  his  renter's  insurance." 

The  final  beer  from  the  company  cooler  was  defeated,  and  Nick  tossed  the  green 
bottle  to  clink  with  the  others  in  the  trash  can.  The  group  declared  victory  and  conceded 
to  go  home.  They  mocked  the  quiet  streets  of  the  business  district  with  their  proud 
laughter.  Nick  and  Lynn  aimed  and  parted  with  Jenny  and  Will  to  go  towards  their  metro 
stop.  The  first  block  reeked  with  the  awkward  tension  of  a  middle  school  slow  dance. 

"I  am  really  not  tired  Nick,  you  up  for  an  adventure?" 

"That  sounds  interesting,  what  did  you  have  in  mind?" 

"The  new  World  War  II  memorial  is  supposed  to  be  spectacular  at  night. . . " 

"Excellent." 

Nick  stood  to  look  out  over  the  memorial  once  again  as  he  remembered  that 
night.  Lynn  had  taken  his  hand  and  dragged  him  to  the  fountain  in  the  center  of  the  empty 
memorial.  He  remembered  watching  in  disbelief  as  she  kicked  off  her  tan  flip-flops  and 
stepped  into  the  knee-deep  pool. 

"Get  in  old  man."  She  had  said  to  him,  after  kicking  her  foot  slightly,  sending  a 
spray  of  water  towards  him. 

"Hey,  I'm  23,  not  80,  but  I  am  still  old  enough  to  know  that  this  is  not  a  good 
plan." 

"You  scared  to  be  young?" 

"You're  20  Lynn.  What  you're  doing  is  sftipid,  not  youthful." 

"Oh  really?" 

Nick  caught  her  stare  as  she  waded  towards  him  through  the  glowing  pool  lit  by 
under-water  lamps.  She  had  stopped  in  front  of  him  and  bent  at  the  waist  to  roll  the  legs 
of  his  jeans  up  and  slide  his  own  rubber  flip-flops  from  his  feet.  He  remembered  studying 
the  tight,  smooth  back  of  her  yellow  tee-shirt  as  she  bowed  before  him.  The  water  was 
wann  from  the  heat  of  the  lamps  when  he  had  stepped  in,  following  the  feeling  of  her 
hand  as  she  guided  him  down  into  the  pool.  She  hadn't  let  go,  but  turned  and  faced  him 
after  intertwining  her  fingers  in  his.  His  memory  told  him  that  there  had  been  an  exchange 
of  words  after  that  moment,  but  he  could  not  remember  it  as  he  looked  down  at  the  tiny 
pool  from  his  bare  office.  In  the  harsh,  mid-morning  sun,  it  looked  pale  and  unimpressive. 

After  they  made  their  way  to  Union  Station,  their  shoes  slippery  under  their  wet 
feet,  they  emerged  from  the  underground  and  stepped  onto  the  quiet  street.  The  day's 
forgotten  Washington  Past  slid  across  the  sidewalk  and  lodged  itself  atop  a  drain  as  the  thin 

"They  mocked  the  quiet  streets  of  the 

business  district  with  their  proud  laughter." 
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breeze  guided  it.  She  led  him  to  the  plaza  in  front  of  her  building,  and  turned  to  face  him 
as  he  reached  in  his  front  pocket  for  his  vibrating  cell  phone. 

"Hello?"  Lynn  rested  a  warm  hand  on  Nick's  bare  forearm  and  motioned  towards 
the  entrance  to  her  building. 

"Nick,  I'm  going  to  head  up." 

Nick  covered  his  phone  and  whispered  "hold  on  a  sec." 

She  rolled  her  eyes  and  stepped  close  enough  to  Nick  to  rest  her  head  on  his 
shoulder  as  an  exhibit  of  her  exhaustion.  She  felt  tiny  hairs  rise  from  the  base  of  her  neck 
to  her  ankle  when  Nick's  free  hand  began  lightly  combing  through  her  long  dark  hair.  She 
let  her  hips  rest  against  his  thigh  and  lifted  one  hand  to  rest  on  the  small  of  his  back.  Lynn 
sensed  Nick's  conversation  ending.  He  slid  the  phone  back  into  his  pocket  and  took  her 
face  in  his  hands.  He  pulled  her  towards  him  until  the  warm  curves  of  her  fit  tightly  into 
his  body. 

"This  spot  was  made  for  me"  she  whispered  into  the  curve  of  his  shoulder,  quietly 
enough  that  he  was  not  sure  if  it  was  meant  for  him  to  hear. 

They  stood  there,  easing  the  weeks  of  repressed  urges  to  touch.  Lynn  lightly 
traced  the  smooth  protmsion  of  his  spine  through  the  back  of  his  neck  with  the  soft  pads 
of  her  fingers.  She  inhaled  the  musk  of  his  morning's  cologne  and  the  salty  remnants  of 
the  evening's  softball  game. 

Shit,  she  feels  so  good. 

Lynn's  smooth  hands  slid  up  his  neck  and  gently  framed  his  face  as  she  lifted  her 
head  and  looked  at  him.  The  firm  was  on  his  mind  for  the  five  second  hesitation  that  exists 
in  his  memory  between  his  pulling  back  to  face  her  and  when  he  pressed  his  hands  into  her 
back  and  kissed  her. 

Maybe,  if  I  had  stopped  it  there.  In  vi  ikh  1 1  still  be  thii  iki)  ig  aboi  it  it.  He  considered  as  he 
walked  out  of  his  new  office,  determined  to  change  his  suiroundings.  The  two  weeks 
following  their  first  kiss  had  been  like  a  montage  of  scenes  from  one  of  the  romantic- 
comedies  that  Lynn  had  been  obsessed  with.  As  Nick  stirred  four  packets  of  Sweet  'N  Low 
into  his  coffee,  he  thought  of  all  the  places  he  would  not  have  seen  had  Lynn  not  dragged 
him.  They  had  spent  one  rainy  afternoon  wandering  around  the  Smithsonian  museum  of 
Ait.  After  he  had  followed  her  through  the  entire  East  building,  they  had  made  their  way 
through  the  loud  and  crowded  tunnel  to  the  West  gallery.  Lynn  had  pulled  her  hair  into  a 
ponytail  after  it  was  soaked  by  the  hot  summer  rain.  Nick  had  reached  out  and  gently 
gripped  the  wet  hair  as  a  handle  to  assure  she  would  not  lose  him  in  the  crowd.  As  the  tliin 
red  straw  stirred  the  hot  coffee  he  saw  the  thick,  wet  brown  in  his  fingers.  She  had  reached 
back  to  offer  her  hand  as  a  guide,  but  the  annoyed  jerks  of  her  head  kept  his  hand  attached 
to  her  hair. 

Nick  walked  back  down  the  hall  towards  his  office.  He  glanced  at  the  nameplate 
to  make  sure  he  was  in  the  right  place  and  then  shut  the  door  behind  him.  One  particularly 
cheesy  night  from  that  summer  had  emerged  from  a  website  Lynn  was  forwarded  which 
had  described  the  "Movie  on  the  Mall"  series.  Nick  had  imagined  a  dark  night  on  a  blanket 
in  the  grass  with  her,  and  eagerly  agreed  to  go  with  her.  Neither  of  them  had  remembered 
to  actually  bring  a  blanket,  so  they  spent  the  oddly  cool  night  adjusting  their  soar  asses  on 
old  newspapers.  Lynn  had  glared  at  Nick  as  he  laughed  at  the  hilarity  of  their  discomfort  in 
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the  grass  and  at  the  fact  that  they  could  barely  hear  the  movie  from  their  position  nearly  a 
half  of  a  mile  from  the  screen.  The  more  she  had  glared  at  Nick,  the  harder  he  laughed 
until  Lynn  released  her  dream  of  the  perfect  DC  evening  and  laughed  with  him.  He  could 
almost  feel  the  damp  grass  as  it  had  felt  under  his  hands  when  he  leaned  back  onto  them 
and  bent  his  legs  at  the  knee.  Lynn  had  settled  on  the  ground  between  his  spread  ankles, 
leaned  back,  and  molded  her  t(  >rso  into  his.  Eventually,  supporting  her  weight  in  addition 
to  his  own  had  caused  his  arms  to  fall  asleep,  but  he  never  moved  them. 

Sitting  in  his  new  office  he  cursed  the  memories  of  her  that  swirled  around 
everything  he  had  seen  since  returning  to  Washington.  Each  time  his  feet  stuck  to  the 
gummy  black  pavement  he  thought  of  the  echoing  joy  in  her  laugh  when  she  had  teased 
him  for  such  mishaps.  Her  innocence  and  eager  tmst  in  him  was  reflected  by  every  bright 
yellow  cab  that  brought  back  a  night,  now  three  years  old,  that  he  hoped,  before  crawling  in 
bed  each  night,  would  not  play  out  again  inside  his  eyelids. 

As  soon  as  the  clock  in  the  bottom  right  of  Nicks  computer  signaled  the 
completion  of  Lynn's  final  day  of  work,  Nick  turned  off  the  machine  and  exited  the 
building.  He  turned  left  onto  K  Street  and  followed  it  towards  Georgetown  until  he  found 
McFadden  s.  Jenny  and  Will  had  sent  out  an  email  the  day  before  telling  everyone  who  was 
interested  to  go  there  and  bid  farewell  to  their  favorite  Southern  intern.  Nick  flashed  his 
ID  to  the  short,  sweaty  bouncer  and  walked  into  the  bar.  Lynn  was  sitting  on  a  tall  stool, 
leaning  over  her  Corona,  and  laughing  at  something  the  young  attractive  bartender  had  said. 
Nick  noted  that  the  guy  was  around  Lynn's  age  and  therefore  a  couple  years  younger  than 
him.  He  was  blond  with  curly  hair  and,  Nick  assumed,  blue  eyes.  This  was  as  different  as 
one  could  look  from  Nick's  own  dark  shaved  hair,  hazel  eyes,  and  olive  skin.  Nick  shoved 
his  hands  into  the  pockets  of  his  grey  pants  and  started  towards  the  stairs  which  led  down 
to  a  lower  level. 

"Nick!"  He  turned  as  Lynn  hopped  off  her  stool  and  rushed  towards  him,  leaving 
Jenny  laughing  at  the  stunned  bartender. 

"Jenny  and  I  were  just  getting  some  drinks  before  heading  downstairs.  There  are 
already  20  people  here!!  Who  knew  I  was  so  popular?"  Lynn  laughed  as  she  squeezed 
Nick's  wrist  and  subtly  winked  at  him. 

"Are  we  here  for  you?  I  just  needed  a  beer."  Nick  said  as  he  threw  his  ami  over 
Lynn's  shoulders,  being  sure  that  it  would  appear  to  Jenny  to  be  a  brotherly  gesture.  The 
three  of  them  walked  down  the  stairs  into  the  dim  base  of  the  bar.  Lynn  had  not 
exaggerated;  there  was  a  crowd  of  interns,  summer  associates,  and  associate  lawyers 
gathered  around  the  bar.  Lynn  pulled  a  green  disposable  camera  out  of  her  purse,  and. 
within  the  four  and  half  hours  Nick  sat  watching  from  the  bar,  she  took  a  picture  with  each 
person  who  had  come  to  say  goodbye.  She  also  let  the  majority  of  them  buy  her  a  gin  and 
tonic,  a  shot,  or  a  beer.  After  six  or  seven  of  these  Lynn  swayed  towards  Nick  and  leaned 
over  the  bar  next  to  his  stool. 

"You  haven't  said  anytliing  to  me  since  we  came  down  here.  Are  you  having  fun?" 
she  whispered. 

"Yeah.  The  Red  Sox  are  playing  so  I  am  kind  of  glued  to  this  stool  - 1  can  see  the 
TV.  Don't  worry  about  me."  He  said  without  looking  away  from  the  screen  mounted  in  the 
corner  of  the  room. 

"You  know,  acknowledging  that  we're  friends  won't  lead  people  to  assume  that 
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we're  anything  more."  Lynn  said,  turning  the  clear  Corona  bottle  upside  down  until  all  the 
amber  liquid  dripped  through  her  lips  and  the  neck  was  clogged  by  the  saturated  lime. 

"Probably  not,  but  saying  stuff  like  that  out  loud  might."  The  words  rushed  out 
of  his  mouth  with  perfect  diction,  and  as  the  't'  echoed  its  completion  in  Lynn's  ears  Nick 
signaled  to  the  bartender  to  get  her  another  beer. 

"Are  we?" 

"Are  we  what?" 

"More  man  friends?"  She  leaned  down  and  whispered  this  into  Nick's  ear.  He 
shivered  as  her  lower  lip  grazed  his  neck. 

"Here,  this  one  is  on  me.  Go  have  fun,  and  let  me  know  when  you're  ready  to  call 
it  a  night"  he  said,  handing  her  the  fresh  beer.  She  shoved  the  lime  into  the  bottle  and 
covered  the  mouth  with  her  thumb  before  turning  it  upside  down  and  watching  the  lime 
pop  to  the  surface. 

"And  Lynn,  don't  say  anything  stupid."  She  took  a  deep  and  defiant  swig  and 
walked  away,  leaving  him  at  the  bar  alone  with  a  thick  weight  in  his  stomach  that  no  number 
of  Heinekens  would  drown. 

Eventually  everyone  trickled  out  into  the  early  evening  leaving  Jenny,  Lynn,  and 
Nick  in  McFadden's. 

"You  can  go  ahead  Jenny.  Lynn  and  I  take  the  same  train,  I'll  get  her  home." 

They  made  it  a  mere  block  before  Lynn  wrapped  her  ami  around  Nick's  and 
leaned  into  him  as  they  walked.  They  paused,  waiting  to  cross  a  street,  and  Nick  looked 
down  at  her.  Lynn  was  looking  up  at  him  and  smiling;  he  leaned  down  and  kissed  her.  She 
wrapped  her  arms  around  his  neck  and  let  his  hands,  wound  through  her  hair,  support  her 
head.  As  he  opened  his  mouth  and  bore  down  on  hers,  he  guided  her  backwards  into  the 
dark  doorway  of  a  store. 

The  occasional  headlight  illuminated  the  dark,  humid  street  as  he  pressed  her 
against  the  cool  stone  wall.  Nick  slid  his  hand  over  her  bare  shoulder  and  down  the 
textured  ribbing  of  her  thin  tank-top.  It  slid  over  her  hip,  covered  in  thin  green  cotton  until 
he  found  the  hem.  One  hand  held  her  against  him  as  the  other  teased  her. 

After  making  it  on  to  the  metro  after  a  few  hesitations  in  dark  doorways,  Lynn 
draped  her  long,  bare  legs  over  his  grey  slacks.  Her  right  hand  intertwined  in  the  loose 
fingers  of  his  left.  They  stepped  off  the  train  at  Union  Station  and  walked  quickly  towards 
her  building.  He  rested  his  head  on  hers  as  they  waited  to  cross  T1  street.  In  the  doorway 
of  the  complex  she  paused  to  swipe  her  entrance  card.  Nick  grabbed  her  hips  and  forced 
them  to  his.  She  pulled  him  back  against  the  wall  and  kissed  him  as  the  lock  clicked  loudly 
to  allow  them  in.  Lynn  stood,  facing  him  in  elevator,  her  hands  resting  on  his  hip  bones  as 
he  cleared  stray  hairs  from  her  face. 

"Nick,  I  know  I  am  leaving  tomorrow,  but. . ." 

"The  occasional  headlight  illuminated 

the  dark,  humid  street  as  he  pressed  her 
against  the  cool  stone  wall." 
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"The  heavy  metal  door  slammed  shut  his  memory 

-  an  exclamation  point  to  his  departure  from  her 

apartment.  He  walked  out  of  her  building  to  his 

own  and  remembered  nothing  of  the  journey 

except  the  sidewalk." 

Her  statement  was  interrupted  by  Nick  softly  grazing  her  lips  with  his  thumb. 

"Don't  think  about  it." 

They  stepped  off  the  elevator  and  walked  down  the  hall  towards  her  door.  She 
slid  her  key  in  the  lock  and  the  door  swung  open.  Nick  held  it  as  Lynn  walked  through.  It 
slammed  behind  her  before  he  twisted  her  around  to  face  him.  Nick's  hands  ran  down  her 
back  and  pulled  her  thighs  apart  as  he  lifted  her  off  the  ground  and  wrapped  her  legs 
around  his  waist. 

It  wasn't  so  different  from  any  other  night  Nick  had  spent  with  a  woman,  Nick 
thought  to  himself,  as  he  sipped  his  overly  sweetened  coffee.  She  was  young  and  therefore 
eager  to  follow  directions.  The  sex  was  great  -  both  times,  but  that  was  not  what  kept  him 
awake  each  night.  It  was  the  hour  after  they  were  finished  when  they  lay  facing  each  other 
in  her  nanow  bed.  Lynn  was  asleep,  and  her  head  was  resting  in  the  dent  of  his  shoulder. 
He  had  ain  his  fingers  over  her  tangled  ponytail  and  lifted  her  chin  to  wake  her. 

"I  have  to  go.  I  have  to  be  in  the  office  tomorrow  morning." 

"Don't  leave  me."  She  whined,  pushing  her  bottom  lip  out  with  insincere  hurt. 

"Don't  do  that.  You  know  I  don't  want  to  leave." 

"Then  don't."  She  slid  her  hand  up  his  neck  and  traced  his  spine  from  the  dent 
below  his  skull  to  the  canyon  between  his  shoulder  blades.  Nick  kissed  her  and  settled  back 
into  the  pillow. 

"I  know  I  am  leaving  tomorrow,  but  you  should  know  that  had  we  had  more 
time. . .  I  think  I  would  have  fallen  in  love  with  you."  She  whispered  the  last  of  her 
sentiment  and,  before  the  last  syllable  faded  into  his  neck,  kissed  below  his  ear. 

Nick  remembered  the  rush  of  those  words  over  his  naked  body  as  he  pulled  her 
into  him.  He  didn't  say  anything,  but  just  held  her  where  he  could  feel  her  breasts  at  the 
base  of  his  ribs  and  her  warm  breath  on  his  throat. 

Each  time  the  scenario  played  out  inside  Nick's  head  he  tried  to  change  it.  Tell  her 
h()u'nuichjioi\ouiehadi(ithher}oii  idiot.  Tell herthat no matterwheresheisyou  11 rememberherca id 
hope  to  see  her  again.  Tell  her  thatyou  11 miss  the hell out of  'her.  Nick  knew  he  couldn't  change  it 
not  even  in  his  own  memory. 

"Ok  Lynn,  I  really  have  to  go." 

"It's  only  five.  You  could  get  back  to  your  apartment  and  get  ready  for  work  in 
less  than  an  hour!" 

"I  want  to  get  some  sleep  in  my  own  bed  before  work.  It  was  really  fun  tonight  - 
have  a  safe  trip  home  Lynn." 
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"You  can't  be  serious  Nick. . ."  He  slid  out  from  under  her  soft  sheets  and  dressed 
hurriedly.  He  heard  her  sit  up  in  the  bed  to  watch  him. 

"Nick... look  at  me!" 

But  even  in  his  memory  he  didn't.  He  hadn't  needed  to  turn  to  see  the  tears  filling 
her  eyes.  He  could  still  feel  the  guilt  telling  him,  even  now,  to  get  back  in  the  bed  and  wrap 
his  anns  around  her  until  the  cab  came  to  take  her  to  the  airport.  I  was  such  a  coward.  The 
heavy  metal  door  slammed  shut  his  memory-  an  exclamation  point  to  his  departure  from 
her  apartment.  He  walked  out  of  her  building  to  his  own  and  remembered  nothing  of  the 
journey  except  the  sidewalk. 

There  he  was.  Nick  leaned  his  forehead  against  the  window.  /  miss  the  bell  out  of 
her.  Lynn  had  changed  her  screen  name  less  than  a  week  after  she  got  home,  Nick  figured 
from  its  disappearance.  He  had  gotten  her  college  email  address  off  of  UGA's  homepage 
three  months  after  she  left  DC,  but  she  never  responded  to  his  witty,  humor-filled  greetings. 
Ifl said  1  urn  sony,  and  acknowledged  that  I  was  an  asshole,  mayhelconlcllet  it  go.  Maybe,  he 
thought,  if  he  was  sincere  she  would  forgive  him  -  he  could  move  on,  but  he  never  tried.  It 
wasn't  that  he  didn't  want  to  be  forgiven.  He  was  afraid  mat  if  Lynn  forgave  him,  which  he 
thought  she  would  if  he  just  told  her  the  truth,  that  nothing  would  change.  If  she  forgave 
him,  could  he  let  go?  Did  he  want  to? 

Memory  is  a  monster,  Nick  thought,  standing  again  to  look  out  over  the  city;  you 
try  and  forget,  but  it  never  does.  It  simply  files  things  away.  It  keeps  things  for  you,  or  hides 
things  from  you  -  and  summons  them  to  your  recall  with  a  will  of  its  own.  Each  time  he 
caught  a  UGA  football  score,  or  got  asked  about  his  first  initial,  he  thought  of  her;  when  a 
velvet  southern  accent  graced  his  presence  -  she  returned  to  him.  She  held  hostage  the 
comfort  of  sleep.  Nick  roamed  the  streets  of  Washington  a  shell;  constantly  searching  for 
something,  anything,  to  fill  the  void  left  by  Lynn  three  summers  ago.  Nick  didn't  have  her 
memory,  it  had  him. 
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Renna  Gilleylen 

JOY  RIDE 

It  is  not  adequate  to  label  her  prime: 
Her  vivacious  gown  of  candied  apple  red, 
Accents  of  thin  golden  stripes, 
Universal  chasse  and  specialized  chrome 
Details  completed  the  ensemble. 
I  knew ,  all  who  sampled  her  would 
Fall  in  love. 

It  was  the  serenity  of  open  country  roads, 
Awoken  by  the  nibbing  of  crickets'  wings 
And  lunar  illuminations  that  coaxed 
Him  from  bed  that  radiant  summer  night. 

Bearing  witness  to  a  natural  chorus  of 
Lascivious  seductions,  he  slid 
Behind  the  wheel  of  the  beauty, 
To  reaffirm  his  role  as  master. 

Feline  like  wooing  of  a  purring 
Engine  that  flipped  and  turned 
Effortlessly  comforted  an  ego  of  kings 
Perched  high  upon  a  throne  of  ancient  gold. 

Into  the  still  night,  thundering  past  blurred 
Visions,  challenging  winding  roads, 
Topping  speeds  of  excess,  he  goes. 
Interrupted.  An  irreversible,  knee-jerk 
Reaction  to  a  fawn. 
Snatching  sharply  to  the  right,  prime 
Ascends.  Aloft.  Time  pauses 
Briefly  before  the  plummet. 
Disposed  ground  and  shrubs  evicted, 
Like  former  tenants  of 
Condemned  dwellings  are  thrown 
To  the  wolves. 

Cmshed  medal  comes  to  rest  at 
A  foothill.  Dissilience  remains  . 
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Alex  Scokel 


FILTERED 


Our  lips  brushed  only  slightly 

Your  tongue  lingered  on  the  scar  on  my  upper  lip 

And  as  we  broke  the  red  sun  exploded 

With  the  anger  of  the  minutia  of  the  universe 

Multiple  and  myriad 

Erecting  in  our  split  a  chasm  of  unadulterated  light 

Fracturing  and  streaming  alive  and  well 

And  we  were  overwhelmed  by  it 

Becoming  little  more  than  silhouettes 


That  is  how  the  camera  captured  it 

From  its  position  to  your  right,  my  left 

Honestly,  that  is  what  went  wrong  with  die  scene 

Seeing  it  in  contrast,  the  filter 

Overwhelmed  like  us 

The  sun  between  us  a  caveat  lecturing 

That  no  matter  how  close  we  press  ourselves  together 

There  is  that  pane 

We  can  be  no  better  than  mirror  images 


Reflexion,  Lauren  Wiersma 
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Cal  Woodruff 


A  E  S  T  H  E  T  I  C  I  S  M 


& 


Ister  Mary- Bertha  sat  fingering  her  rosary,  her  lips  passively  reciting  what  they 

had  been  programmed  to  say  over  the  course  of  the  last  thirty  years.  But  on  this  particular 
occasion,  her  eyes  were  open  and,  although  she  was  on  some  level  unaware  of  it,  she  was 
studying  the  other  nuns,  their  heads  bent  forward  in  solemn  reflection.  In  recent  weeks, 
Sister  Mary-Bertha  had  found  herself  growing  (geez  how  can  I  put  this)  u  vary  of  life  at  St. 
Obediah's  Convent  of  Greater  Pmdence  and  Pride. 

"But  it  can't  be  that  I'm  not  enraptured  by  my  work  at  the  convent,"  she  would 
frequently  remind  herself.  And  yet,  her  gaze  passed  over  the  other  sisters  with  an  air  of 
pseudo-contempt  (oh  lord,  that  could  never  be!).  But  it  was.  She  of  course  loved  and 
cherished  her  life  as  The  Lord's  humble  servant,  but  she  was  beginning  to  wonder  what  life 
must  be  like  outside  of  the  walls  of  her  universe,  beyond  the  gates  of  celibacy  (but  one 
must  never  dare  admit  such  tilings  to  the  clergy,  heavens  no!).  It  was  just  so  hard  for  her  to 
refrain  from  wondering,  "what  if,"  and  "what  must  such  and  such  be  like"  when  she  had 
dedicated  her  entire  existence  to  the  calling  of  her  savior,  Jesus  Christ. 

These  episodes  of  meandering  reflection  had  led  to  Sister  Mary-Bertha's  enhanced 
desire  to  repent  and  atone  for  her  sins.  Luckily,  her  trusty  habit  concealed  the  bmises  and 
cuts  which  crept  down  her  amis  and  legs.  Sister  Mary-Bertha's  guilty  conscious  could  not 
be  alleviated  by  her  routine  confessions,  and  these  self-prescribed  penances  served  to  ease 
the  pain  of  her  troublesome  thoughts  (And  sometimes  the  bleeding — the  sensation  of  it 
all — provides  a  tlirill  that  I  can't  remember  ever  knowing!).  A  good  nun — and  Catholic  for 
that  matter — could  scarcely  scold  themselves  enough  for  displeasing  The  Lord  and  Savior 
Jesus  Christ.  Nevertheless,  though,  Sister  Mary-Bertha's  mind  was  quickly  departing  from 
the  meditation  of  the  rosary  to  explore  the  possibilities  that  the  temptations  of  the  Modern 
world  potentially  held  for  her  (I  bet  a  bubblebath  and  a  romance  novel  would  be  a  real 
hoot!). 

Then,  out  of  nowhere  (and  these  tilings  do  i  lot  just  happen),  the  words  "put  your 
mouth  on  it"  escaped  from  her  lips  at  the  close  of  the  prayer  (it's  like  they  just  came  out  on 
their  own.).  Mother  Superior  immediately  turned  to  Sister  Mary-Bertha  and  demanded, 
"What  did  you  just  say,  Mary-Bertha?"  Noticing  that  her  hands  were  suspiciously  in  her  lap 
and  the  rosary  was  laying  accusingly  on  the  ground  beside  her,  Sister  Mary-Bertha  simply 
smiled  at  Mother  Superior  as  though  she  was  still  immersed  in  die  power  of  their  prayer 
(did  I  really  say  that?). 
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Father  Patience  stood  in  front  of  the  full-length  mirror  he  knew  he  probably 
shouldn't  own  (vanity  leads  to  idolotry.).  His  hands  glossed  over  his  cheeks  that  were  about 
five  years  past  showing  signs  of  his  age  (how  did  I  get  to  be  fifty?).  He  often  dreamed  of 
the  days  when  he  was  the  star  quarterback  of  his  high  school.  His  broad  shoulders,  rugged 
smile,  and  chiseled  build  had  brought  him  many  a  (dare  I  say  or  even  think)  lustful  looks 
from  the  even  the  prettiest  girls  back  then.  But  what  Father  St.  Patience  saw  in  his 
reflection  on  this  day  was  a  different  story.  His  smile  was  awkwardly-chamiing  at  best;  his 
shoulders  seemed  brittle;  his  legs  were  those  of  a  chicken. 

Sure  the  congregations  loved  him,  but  there  remained  another  type  of  affection 
and  intimacy  that  his  priesthood  denied  him.  Even  in  his  youth  Father  Patience  valued  die 
sacredness  of  his  body  (it's  a  temple,  darnit.),  and  he  successfully  abstained  from  indulging 
in  the  pleasures  of  the  flesh,  from  as  much  as  tasting  the  forbidden  fruit.  And  that  had 
been  a  great  source  of  pride  for  him  until  recently.  In  fact,  what  had  for  so  many  years 
been  the  most  largely  emphasized  idea  in  his  semions  (keep  your  hands  to  yourselves  and 
the  Lord  will  reward  your  commitment  to  His  Will.)  was  transfomiing  into  genuine 
bitterness  and  carnal  yearning  (I  bet  the  Blessed  Mother  was  a  real  looker. ). 

His  equipment  had  been  dormant  his  entire  life  and  living  in  such  close  quarters 
with  the  nuns  opened  the  door  for  the  impure  thoughts  that  had  been  haunting  liis  dreams 
as  of  late.  None  of  the  sisters  in  the  convent  had  ever  compromised  their  chastity,  and 
Father  St.  Patience  found  such  devotion  strangely  enticing.  His  desires  were  so  potent  that 
he  actually  fantasized  about  a  particular  nun  whose  rosy  cheeks  had  not  faded  in  her 
middle-age.  Yes,  Sister  Mary-Bertha  was  the  subject  of  many  a  late  night  fantasy  these  days, 
but  even  as  his  lust  grew  more  urgent,  Father  St.  Patience  knew  that  their  love  was 
forbidden  (get  your  hand  away  from  there,  you  sinner.).  Still,  more  and  more  time  was 
being  spent  entertaining  visions  of  the  nun's  legs  spread  out  beneath  liis  naked  body. 
Finding  his  hands  massaging  liis  nether  regions,  Father  St.  Patience's  guilt  overpowered  his 
sinfulness.  He  promptly  placed  his  feet  into  his  black  loafers  and  walked  briskly  out  of  liis 
chamber.  The  only  way  to  extinguish  these  demons  would  be  to  come  clean  and  tell  die 
object  of  his  desires  diat  although  their  eyes  had  exchanged  wanton  glances  from  time  to 
tune,  nothing  could  ever  come  of  it. 


Sister  Mary-Bertha  turned  the  key  that  promised  die  only  privacy  a  nun  could  ever 
expect  living  in  die  convent.  Her  cell  was  small  and  undecorated,  but  it  was  all  diat  she  was 
told  she  would  ever  need  in  her  life's  calling  (modesty  keeps  die  devil  at  bay,  I  always  say. ). 
With  a  sigh,  she  lowered  herself  onto  her  unnecessarily-unconifortable  bed  and  tried  to 
remember  what  it  was  diat  had  moved  her  to  speak  die  words  that  she  knew  were  not  part 
of  what  was  supposed  to  be  a  nun's  favorite  prayer  (and  it  is  my  favorite  diank  you  very 
much.).  Laying  on  her  back,  she  massaged  her  temples  with  her  hands  mid  closed  her  eyes 
in  search  of  the  daydream  that  had  inteirupted  her  solemn  meditation. 
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A  vision  of  a  man  popped  into  Sister  Mary-Bertha's  mind,  and  with  a  sort  of 
guilty  excitement  (feeling  bad  never  felt  so  good!),  she  realized  that  it  was  the  face  of  the 
priest  whose  services  she  had  attended  since  her  earliest  days  at  the  convent.  A  body 
materialized  to  complete  the  floating  visage  and  her  imagination  kicked  into  overdrive. 
Sister  Mary-Bertha's  breathing  quickened  as  her  hands  glided  down  the  front  of  her  habit. 
She  bit  at  her  lower  lip  as  she  probed  corners  of  her  womanhood  that  had  not  been 
explored  anytime  in  her  life  that  she  could  remember  (and  I  would  certainly  have 
remembered  this).  "Oh,  God,"  she  thought,  allowing  herself  to  run  away  with  her 
imagination.  'Absolve  me,  Father.  Cleanse  me,  rid  me  of  these  thoughts  by  satisfying  the 
well  from  which  they  spring." 

A  few  doors  down  the  hall,  Mother  Superior's  canine-like  ears  perked  up  and  her 
eyes  narrowed.  She  had  suspected  that  Sister  Mary-Bertha  had  been  up  to  no  good  (a 
wandering  mind  is  the  playground  of  the  devil!).  She  turned  her  head  in  the  direction  of 
the  door  and  narrowed  her  eyes.  Although  she  had  never  personally  participated  in  any 
event  that  would  produce  such  a  vulgar,  godless  noise,  she  recognized  the  rhythmic  whine 
of  aisty  bedsprings  coming  to  life.  In  a  few  minutes  she  would  uncover  the  source.  If 
God  could  see  all  in  the  realm  he  created,  so  too  should  she  be  able  in  her  convent. 

A  rap  at  the  door  sent  Sister  Mary-Bertha  to  the  floor.  The  voice  that 
accompanied  it  sent  chills  down  her  spine.  Father  St.  Patience  lacked  the  reserve  to  wait  for 
the  nun  to  open  the  door,  and  as  the  key  turned  in  the  lock,  Sister  Mary-Bertha  scrambled 
to  dress  herself  in  time.  It  was  too  late,  though.  Father  St.  Patience  was  speechless  but  the 
expression  he  wore  spoke  volumes.  The  two  stared  at  each  other  for  a  full  minute,  Sister 
Mary-Bertha  fighting  the  urge  to  pull  her  visitor  closer,  Father  St.  Patience  mesmerized  by 
the  stigmata-like  beauty  of  the  nun's  bare  body.  After  what  felt  like  an  eternity  to  both,  the 
slowly  closed  the  door  behind  him  and  approached  the  woman  who  blushed  with  eager 

anticipation. 

*  *  * 

The  noise  had  become  simply  insufferable.  Unless  mere  was  an  exorcism  being 
performed  in  Sister  Mary-Bertha's  bedroom,  something  seriously  wrong  was  going  on  (why, 
I  can't  even  concentrate  on  the  Good  Book,  so  great  is  this  ruckus!).  Mother  Superior  lifted 
herself  off  of  her  prayer  stool  intent  on  finding  out  what  the  devil  was  happening  under 
her  roof.  Without  so  much  as  a  knock,  the  door  to  Sister  Mary-Bertha's  room  burst  open, 
exposing  the  most  disturbing  act  of  indiscretion  Mother  Superior  had  witnessed  in  the  fifty 
years  she  had  spent  at  the  convent. 

But  neither  the  man  nor  the  woman  seemed  phased  by  the  interruption:  such 
passion  could  not  be  ceased.  The  two  moaned  and  slithered  about  as  though  completely 
oblivious  to  their  intruder.  The  consequences  of  their  actions,  along  with  die  elderly  shrewr, 
were  but  distant  specks  on  the  horizon,  barely  visible  from  the  shore  of  their  secluded 
paradise.  Mother  Superior  stood  motionless  in  the  doorway.  Her  stare  was 
unblinking,  her  fury  endless.  Unable  to  believe  what  was  happening  before  her,  her  tongue 
sneaked  its  way  out  of  her  mouth  and  caressed  parched  lips  that  had  not  known  a  lover's 
touch  in  all  of  their  eighty  years. 
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Jessica  Wood 

AIDS  ORPHANS  AT  JONES  ORCHARD  IN  MOULTON,  ALABAMA 

Their  tears  water  the  earth 
without  regard  for  gardening. 
Memories  flow  back  to  earth, 
across  the  sea  to  Africa 
and  caress  parents'  faces  more  softly 
than  darkly-crumbled  funeral  dirt. 

They  remember 

in  spite  of  sunlight,  peanut  butter, 
and  shiny  new  shoes.  For  them, 
Pangaea  never  broke. 
Children  of  Africa's  pain  living 
an  Alabama  Spring. 


In  this  orchard  full  of  wooden 
brown  amis  heaven-reaching, 
innumerable  petals 
float  briefly 

and  die, 
like  parents,  grandparents,  and  friends 
a  lifetime  ago. 
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Courtney Jones 

MONKEY  BAR  PROMISES 

Summer  hangs 

Between  the  steeples  of  the  churches 

That  rest  on  every  block  corner. 

On  the  front  porch 

Old  ladies  rock  with  the  heat. 

Girls  giggle  as  they  paint  each  other's  toenails. 

Men  sweat  under  the  hoods  of  their  cars 

Trying  to  find  some  problem  to  fix. 

I  drive  along  these  streets 

Black  streets  named  after  white  men 

And  feel  at  home. 

I  pull  up  to  the  park  and  read  the  sign  that  greets  me 

Fairfield:  an  old  city  moving  in  a  new  direction 

And  I  wonder  what  direction  we're  moving  in. 

I  get  out  of  my  car 

And  reach  my  amis  out 

To  the  happy  faces  mnning  towards  me. 

Lulu  pulls  me  towards  the  swings. 

Khala  places  a  bracelet  of  weeds  on  my  wrist. 

Bug  throws  me  a  football. 

A  chorus  of  laughs  and  screams 

fills  the  air, 

And  I  suck  in  a  sweet  breathe  of  peace 

As  I  struggle  to  maintain  my  balance. 

We  play  until  the  sky  turns  pink 

And  cool  off  under  the  blooming  oak  tree 

Slurping  on  American  flag  popsickles 

And  talking  about  what  we  want  to  be  when  we  grow 

up. 

I  pile  each  one  in  die  car  and  take  them  to  their  house. 

With  a  hug  and  a  promise  I  say  goodbye, 

And  watch  them  look  back  at  me  with  hopeful  eyes. 

A  remnant  of  Khala's  bracelet  falls  from  my  hand 

As  I  turn  away, 

And  drive  back  down  the  streets, 

Renaming  each  one  as  I  go. 
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Daniel  P.  Strandlund 

WITNESS  TO  THE  BODY 

do  you  see  God 

in  the  hooked  beak  of  a  hawk? 

The  squirrel  dangles  limp, 

belly  slit 

high 

in  the  nook  of  a  tree. 

It  hurts,  but  is  it  good? 

It  is  God, 

like  I  am. 

God  is  dead. 

The  talons  crunch  my  leg. 

Will  they  kill  me? 

Yes, 

and  keep  the  feathers  clean. 

There  will  be  young  soon. 
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William  O.  Butler 

STRIPMINING 

We  spend  entire  evenings  leaning 

into  black  wrought  iron  chairs 

on  die  graying  deck 

overlooking  the  drowsy  city, 

our  eyes  watching  the  stoplights  change 

in  the  incandescent  valley  that, 

for  the  next  three  hours, 

remains  breathtaking. 

But  dawn  teaches  us 

that  those  whites  and  ambers  and  reds 

are  just  streetlamps  keeping  watch 

over  sluggish  trainyards  and  stripmines, 

and  that  the  pillar  of  fire, 

our  sign  from  god, 

is  just  the  fumes  from  the  methane  plant. 

Headlights  of  late-night  eighteen  wheelers 
glide  on  rails  down  the  interstate 
with  low,  systematic  exhalations. 
Whooping  red  and  white  lights 
crest  the  hill  and  dredge  the  street, 
the  fourth  ambulance  of  the  night, 
kicking  up  dust  from  the  gravel  quarry. 

Over  the  balcony,  the  hovering  smoke 
of  dying  charcoal  bleeds  into  the  expanding  grey  veil 
of  Marlboros,  Camels,  and  American  Spirits. 
Empty  blue  words  fly  over  empty  green  bottles, 
and  Jeffery  asks  about  graduation  plans. 

We  itemize  our  lives  like  liquor  store  receipts, 
prattle  on  about  law  schools,  internships,  sailboats, 
and  mumble  out  of  turn  between  sips 
of  Miller  High  Life  and  Jim  Beam. 
The  conversation  peters  out. 
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Lauren  Mallory 

HEADLIGHTS 

The  blue  floor  creaks, 

long,  skinny  feet  pad  into  the  kitchen 

looking  for  a  drink  of  water. 

The  dark  shapes  in  the  room, 

become  clear  as  car  lights  flicker  past  from  the  street 

illuminating  tan  countertops 

littered  with  appliances, 

a  refrigerator  covered  with  a  child's 

artwork. 

Sounds  of  sleep  - 

whining  fans,  ticking  clocks,  heavy  breatliing  - 

fill  the  rest  of  the  house. 

The  green  glow  of  the  microwave  clock 

threatens  to  expose  the  visitor  for  not  being  asleep. 

Cabinets  squeak  open  in  her  brother's  kitchen, 

wincing  with  each  sound 

she  remains  determined  to  find  a 

glass. 

She  squats  to  open  a  cupboard  near  the  floor 

and  pauses,  regarding  her  own  disheveled  reflection 

captured  in  the  glass  door  of  the  oven 

stiiring  back  at 

her. 

Another  car  passes, 

casting  a  glimmer  of  light  onto  the  kitchen  table, 

dinner's  dishes  cleared  away,  now  replaced 

with  a  daylily, 

earlier  in  the  night,  beautiful,  wliite,  and  decorative 

now  wilting  to  its  death,  closed  up,  almost  kissing  the 

wood. 
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Lennie  Shewniaker 

DINNER  AND   DANCING 

It  is  odd- 
He  has  never  seen  die  inside  of  Vanity  Fair. 
Loving  her  for  thirty  years, 
Three  hundred  and  sixty  montlily  issues 
tossed  on  the  sideboard 
of  the  kitchen 
this  month's  set  adrift  on  a  pile  of  coupons. 

He  steals  a  kiss- 
arid  begins  the  subtle  symphony 
of  dinner. 

Golden  oldies  echo  from  walls 

saturated  from  damming 

Eros  s  tides 

that  consumed  them 

before  their  children  had  names. 

He  pushes  the  pink  chicken 

around  the  black  steel  pan  and  turns 

to  watch  his  wife  flip  pages  of  models 

and  fashion  ads. 

He  pulls  her  up  for  a  dance  atop  a  tide 
of  hardwood, 
around  the  marble  island- 
piled  high  with  dishes. 


The  years  are  passing- 
shy,  grazing  fingers  to 
clanking  glasses  toasting  gold. 
The  ambiguity  of  one  another  dying 
a  little 
each  day. 


Retrato  o  espe/o,  Lauren  Wiersma 
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Elizabeth  Frye 

AFTERNOON  ELEGIES 

I. 

In  our  family 

when  someone  dies 

the  cakes  pile  up  on  kitchen  counters: 

flaked  coconut  snowballs 

and  sagging  lemon  poundcakes. 

Deviled  eggs  and  casseroles 

form  a  line,  waiting 

to  offer  condolences 

by  the  stove. 

We  say  we  are  sorry  twice 

with  our  mouths. 

First  the  tongues  click  against  teeth 

to  form  words. 

Then  they  open  for  forkfuls, 

icing  covering  the  pink-fleshed  roofs, 

swallowing  the  ticking  of  hours. 

II. 

On  a  spring  afternoon 
grass  shines  green  at  5:00 
between  sun  and  showers 
and  the  bark  of  redbud  trees 
is  dyed  black  with  rainwater. 

My  mother  makes  a  pot  of  Earl  Grey 

and  we  sip  from  violet-covered  cups 

a  whiff  of  mint  and  wood 

before  swallowing. 

The  lights  are  off  in  our  house 

except  die  blue  and  red  glowing  television- 

A  man  in  a  suit  and  a  headline. 

The  count  is  higher  today. 

We  say  we  are  sorry  three  times 

once  with  our  ears 

when  we  hear  die  numbers  ticking — 

bombs  and  hundreds,  thousands  now — 

once  widi  our  stomach 

when  die  warm  tea  hits, 

drowning  the  feeling  of  ingested  sand 

and  lasdy  widi  our  lips 

when  we  go  silent 

and  have  to  swallow  it  all. 


Nicole  Rohr 


CORNELIA 


The  porcelain  is  cracked 

But  Mother's  disapproval  adheres  the  satin  choker 

"Just  so" 

On  the  neck  of  its  unsuspecting  pearl  throat. 

The  flowing  ceases 
And  the  dress  grows  stiff 

It  seems  she  is  floating  before  the  eyes  of  all  those  who  stick  her. 
And  as  the  hydrangea  wilts,  not  a  hair  is  out  of  place. 

Everyone  smiles  knowingly,  frozen  lips  curling. 


Peal's  2,  Rankin  Miller 
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Editor's  Note 

At  Birmingham-Southern  College,  the  well  of  artistic  endeavor  is  far  from 
drying  out.  Even  so,  this  issue  of  QUAD  cannot  possibly  infiltrate  every  corner  of 
creative  activity  occurring  on  campus.  However,  I  believe  what  is  contained  within 
these  pages  serves  a  representation  of  the  talent  and  efforts  of  the  student  body. 

I  am  extremely  grateful  to  the  staff  members  for  their  commitment  to  the 
magazine  and  for  their  desire  to  foster  the  development  of  the  arts  within  our 
community.  I  thank  all  those  who  submitted  their  work  for  consideration  and 
encourage  students  to  support  the  magazine  in  the  future. 


Policy 

QUAD,  the  literary  magazine  of  Bimifngham-Southern  College,  was 
founded  in  1940  and  is  published  annually.  The  editors  encourage  undergraduate 
submissions,  which  are  reviewed  anonymously  by  QUAD  staff  members.  QUAD  is 
funded  by  the  Student  Government  Association.  Submissions  policies  are  subject 
to  change  from  year  to  year.  The  views  expressed  in  QUAD  are  those  of  the  artists 
and  authors  and  are  not  necessarily  those  of  the  staff,  faculty  advisor.  Publications 
Board,  SGA,  or  the  administration  of  Birmingham-Southern  College. 

Copyright  2005  by  the  editors  of  QUAD  and  Bimiingham-Southern 
College. 

Colophon 

This  edition  was  created  on  a  Hewlett  Packard  computer  in  conjunction 
with  a  Hewlett  Packard  Laser  Printer  4MD.  Adobe  Pagemaker  7.0  and  Adobe 
Photoshop  7.0  were  used  in  computer  layout.  Book  Antiqua,  Garamond.  and 
Times  New  Roman  fonts  in  point  sizes  ranging  from  10  point  to  36  point  were 
used.  Printing  was  done  by  Commercial  Printing  Company  of  Birmingham. 
Alabama:  600  copies  of  88  pages  plus  cover.  All  typesetting  and  layout  were  done 
by  the  QUAD  staff. 
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